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SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO 
It's The Beat 

The debut single on Wichita from a very 
exciting new signing, Simian Mobile 
Disco. 'It's The Beat' features vocals 
from Ninja (The Go!Team) and is a 
sublime slice of electronic pop that 
brings to mind Technotronic's classic 
'Pump UpThe Jam'. 

Released 26th March. 
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EUROS CHILDS 
Bore Da CD 

Second solo album from the former Gorkys 
frontman. From the album- 
titled opener through to closer 'Aur Yr 
Haul', we think 'Bore Da' is Euros' most 
pop-tastic record to date whilst losing none 
of his customary charm and 
magic. Features live favourite, 'Henry 
A Matilda SupermarketSuper'. 

In stores now. 

See Euros Childs on tour: 

28th Feb 
1st Mar 
2nd Mar 
3rd Mar 
5th Mar 
6th Mar 



7th Mar 
8th Mar 



LONDON, ICA 
WREXHAM, Central Station 
ABERYSTWYTH, The Bay 
BANGOR, Railway Club 
CARDIFF, The Point 
WOLVERHAMPTON, 
Little Civic 

MANCHESTER, Late Room 
MIDDLESBROUGH, 
The Knights Club 




THE BRONX 
The Bronx CD 

LA's finest return with another punk 
rock'n'roll masterpiece. Miss this 
at your peril! 

ROCKSOUND- 

NUMBER ONE ALBUM OF 2006 

KERRANG "The most punk rock band in 
the world... ever!" 

NME "The only fucking rock'n'roll band in 
the world today worth believing in" 

New single 'Shitty Future' 
in stores now on 7". 







LOS CAMPESINOS! 
We Throw Parties, You Throw 
Knives/ Don't Tell Me To Do 
The Math(s) 7" 

Having blazed an incredible trail across 
message boards, blogs and forums since 
their inception in 2006, we are now very 
proud to be releasing the first official sounds 
from LosCampesinos!. 

The band's debut single is to be a strictly 
limited, double A side, seven inch single. 

In stores now. 

See the band on tour in March: 

Thurs 1st NOTTINGHAM, The Social 

Fri 2nd BIRMINGHAM, Barfly 

Sat 3rd GLASGOW, Capitol 

Sun 4th MANCHESTER, Late Rooms 

Mon5th LONDON, Spitz 
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CLAP YOUR HANDS SAY YEAH 
Some Loud Thunder CD and LP 

Hotly anticipated second album from Clap 
Your Hands Say Yeah, produced by Dave 
Fridmann (Flaming Lips, Mercury Rev, Low 
etc.). Taking their sound to a whole new 
level, this is a fantastic follow up to their 
classic debut. 

ROCK SOUND "unequivocally adorable" 

ICE "irresistible hooks and memorable 
song-writing" 

UNCUT "(a) fascinating follow-up" 

12" single 'Satan Said Dance' 
also in stores now. 




PETER, BJORN AND JOHN 
Peter, Bjorn and John CD 
Falling Out CD 
Objects Of My Affection 
7"/ Download 

Following on from one of the top singles and 
albums of 2006, we bring you the sounds 
that came before plus a new single! 

The first two Peter, Bjorn and John albums 
are re-packaged with lots of bonus tracks 
and new comments from the band. 

The new single is album favourite 'Objects 
Of My Affection' and features an exclusive 
remix of 'Let's Call It Off by Girl Talk. 

Both albums in stores now, 
7" single released April 9th. 



WuMa 



www.wichita-recordings.com 




WxmsM 


FEATURES 


34-38 Patrick Wolf 


40-46 Grinderman 


n ~ * w y*^ 


48-51 Misty's Big Adventure 


Y magazine 


52-55 Arthur Russell 




56-57 Klashnekoff 


PlanB 


58-59 Of Montreal 


156-158 Gray's Inn Road 




London 




THE VOID 


WC1X8ED 




10 Gay Against You 


020 7278 5070 




12-13Kode9.Joakim 



Publisher: Chris Houghton 
chris@planbmag.com 07984 814 069 
Assistant Publisher: Richard Stacey 
richard@planbmag.com 
Advertising: Nick Taylor 
nick.taylor@planbmag.com 07941 715 815 

Printed by Stones The Printers 
www.stonestheprinters.co.uk 

Distribution: 

Warners Group Distribution (newsagents, 

retail chains, international) 01 778 391 1 94 

andrews@warnersgroup.co.uk 

Cargo Records (independent record shops) 

info@cargorecords.co.uk 

Plan B is published by Plan B Publishing Ltd 

www.planbmag.com 

ISSN 1744-2435 



14-15 Skill 7 Stamina 12, Au RevoirSimone 

16-17SinglesClub 

18Clipse 

20-21 Tour Diary: Dan Sartain/The Plate Six, 

Spillers Records playlist 

22-23 Why I Hate Soul, Why I Love Grace Jones 

24-25 When We Meet: Manatees, Gindrinker, 

Los Campesinos, Omnikrom 

26-27 Guided Tour: Ballads Of The Book, 

Music That Time Forgot: 1997 

28-29 Remote Viewer: Iceland, Low, Adult 

31 Bobby Conn 

32 Blood Brothers 

98 Jennifer Herrema sets the record straight 

LIVE 

6-7 Bonnie 'Prince' Billy 

60-61 The Hospitals 

62-63 Blood Red Shoes, Jamie T 

64-65 Arcade Fire, March live preview 






ALBUMS 

68-69 Panda Bear 

70-71 Good Shoes, Gui Boratto 

72-73 The Locust, The Icarus Line 

74-75 Tussle, ! ! !, The Stooges 

76 Tap Tap 

78-79 Distance, El-P, Ghost 

80-81 DJ Scotch Egg, LCD Soundsystem 

82-83 MV & EE, Infinite Livez, Murder By Death 

84-85 Panther, Yoko Ono, RTXJhe Bees 

86-87 Tomboy, Patrick Wolf, Damo Suzuki 

88-89 REISSUES Sacred Harp Recordings, 

Ennio Morricone, Glenn Branca 

90-91 REISSUES Whitehouse, Magazine, Nico 

MEDIA 

92-93 Neil Kulkarni on TV 
94-96 FILM & DVD Fast Food Nation, Jean- 
Pierre Melville, This Is England, Danielson: 
A Family Movie, The Day The Country Died 
97 COMICS The art of Chris Ware 



if, 




'I'd like to do a 
schools tour, and 
one of factories' 

-Patrick Wolf, p34 





Photography: Alice Rosenbaum 
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'We want to 
bring vibes back 
into UK hip hop' 

- Klashnekoff, p57 




This month's edition of Plan £ is a testament to 
the wave of hugely talented men who are poised 
to take hold of the music scene in 2007. From Nick 
Cave to Patrick Wolf to Grandmaster Gareth, 

they've brought new energy to a scene dominated 
by females. Plan B has always looked to the future, 
and we see a future where men are making music 
on equal terms with their female counterparts. 
What the critics are already calling 'malecore' is 
the music of tomorrow. A bold statement? We 
think not. 

We're proud to present our first annual 'Men 
In Rock' issue, the same way we're proud to 
feature so many special individuals in our pages: 
just because they look a little rough and don't like 
to wear eyeliner doesn't mean they can't make 
great music. No, don't call us sexist! This is no 
token gesture on the part of the Plan B editorial 
team: we plan to feature more and more men 
within these pages as more and more men make 
great records. All of our main stars this month are 
living proof that you can still rock a crowd when 
you're wearing a shirt and a tie, a hoodie, or even 
a nice pair of corduroy britches. 

While newspapers herald the 'female invasion' 
of music, even suggesting that women have the 

4 1 plan b 



evolutionary upper hand these days because they're 
"in tune with their feelings" and "less afraid to be 
candid about human frailty" (Observer Music 
Monthly), Plan B takes a stand against such lazy 
essentialism. After all, who could accuse the elfin 
Patrick Wolf, the heartbreaking Arthur Russell, 
the none-more-confessional Of Montreal or even 
the sensitive brutes of Grinderman of being out of 
touch with their more vulnerable side? Or fail to see 
the 'human frailty' in the lyrics of both Bonnie 
'Prince' Billy and Klashnekoff? 

What really amazed us when we put together 
this issue was how awesomely different men 
are from one another - in fact, it seemed almost 
insulting to group a bunch of people together just 
because they've got cocks and make music. . . 
nonetheless, we hope they appreciate our support. 

Normal service will be resumed next month. 
The PlanB Editors 
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Bonnie 'Prince' Billy 

Corn Exchange, Brighton 

"There was something for everyone to hate 
tonight," remarks a friend sagely, trooping 
out somewhat dazed at the end of Will 
Oldham's two-and-a-half hour set. "Sea 
shanties, country and western knees ups, long 
rambling instrumental bits, incomprehensible 
jokes, beery bonhomie. ..the show had it all. 
I would've preferred to have seen him perform 
the songs starker, without so many instruments 
-spookier, more personal, like on Master 
And Everyone . I just wasn't prepared for 
such jollity!" 

"AlexNeilson [drummerforthe night, from 
marvellous Scots folk underground improvisers 
Scatter] drums like he's doing the washing up," 
comments another, "fluid, lithe, instinctive 
- never missing the tiniest piece of dirt." 

"Man, I was so angry for so many moments 
during that," says my musician pal. "How 

\ That keyboard-player [Drag City 
ig artist Azita Youseff i], she was so 
tted, and she was so obviously making it up 
f she went along. They played it so safe - over 
r two*irds of the set was in 6/8 time -pulled 
outlill the obvious emotional signifiers, loud/ 
sofl, melodramatic, but it was lazy. Maybe 
I wlis jealous: I'd have loved to have been up 
+l Jere, improvising along. And those encores... 

thought it was all over after [support act] 
^cout Niblett got up to duet with Will on the 
Johnny Cash cover [The Pine Tree'] but then 
they just kept playing! How many encores- 
seven, eight? Were they really necessary?" 

People want a lot from a Bonnie 'Prince' 
Billy show. It's not like Will Oldham tours these 
shores often; and the songs are so resonant, so 
private and revealing, that you can understand 
the expectations. He's an adult, but a sensitive 
one-one that can laugh and have feelings 
and be self-deprecating and yet still be adored 
by the Uncut crowd. In his various Palace 
incarnations, the man almost invented alt 
country (shudder) single-handed, but he's 
continually looking to reinvent himself, hence 
his various alter-egos and collaborations. What 
did his fans expect? I saw Will Oldham -or was 
it Palace Songs, or Bonnie 'Prince' Billy? - play 
a show solo in Melbourne, 2000 and hisfragile 
strumming was nearly drowned out by the clink 
of glasses. Where does misery stop being misery 
and become wallowing? Maybe Will's happy 
nowadays - if he is, why would you expect 
these aching, shimmering songs of beauty 
and mountain-fucking to be played straight 
and sparse, if it's an act? Surely, what his fans 
cherish in Mr Oldham is his honesty, and his 
fondness for change. He's happy: you expect 
him to get up there and wail through 'The 
Lion Lair' (from 2001 's Ease Down The Road) 
and 'I See A Darkness' like this isn't a factor? 
Surely, it's better to banter with the audience, 
drink wine from mugs, treat 'Master And 
Everyone' to a rousing run-through backed 
by a pick-up band of (unrehearsed) talented 
musicians, fist clenched in air, than fake it? 
Maybe he's pulling a Sun Ra, separating the 
wheat from the chaff, the floating voters from 
the fans. I doubt it, though. Will doesn't give 
a fuck. The man's happy. Get over it. (And 



anyway, weren't you warned already he would 
be reinventing himself and his past by 2004's 
. . . Sings Greatest Palace Music ?) 

I can't deny it. The first hour left me cold, 
thinking, "I don't get this, this morass of noise 
and guitar-picking and emotion. It'stoo 
adult for me, too male, too steeped in (fake) 
American tradition I don't want to relate to." 

The man's happy. 
Get over it 

Frankly, I was bored. Songs like 'The Signifying 
Wolf and 'Cursed Sleep' (both from last year's 
The Letting Go ) passed me by, even the old 
Palace ode 'Lost Blues' seemed weighed down 
by the musicians' free-falling adventurism, 
Will's casual disregard for his own canon. But 
gradually- sink or swim -I found myself sucked 
into the vortex, the way a psych band can wear 
you down through simple repetition and 
chunder, giving in to the groove, the noise, the 
comforting talk and 6/8 swing. After the mid- 
set high of 'Master...', 'All Gone, All Gone' 
(from the Will Oldham 'Hope' EP) sounded 
blessed, hopeful; and 'Madelaine-Mary' 
swung, gallantly. 

Sure, I too could've done without the seven 
encores, but hell. The man's enjoying himself. 
Be happy for him. You won't see his like again 
for some time. 
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ALSO OUT NOW ON ATP RECORDINGS 



The Drones 

GALA MILL 

"A masterclass in spacious roots rock. " 
4/5 Stars UNCUT 

"The Drones whip up a heady storm of garage-bred 
blues, post punk intensity and Crazy Horse-style amp 
overload, in which they couch fevered narratives 
worthy of Nick Cave. " 
4/5 Stars MOJO 



Alexander Tucker 

FURROWED BROW 

"a powerfully resonant sound which marries 
conventional folk moves with repetition and 
experimental improvisation" 
4/5 Stars MOJO UNDERGROUND ALBUM OF THE MONTH 

"These are songs that could only have come out 
of a profound engagement with the few surviving 
pockets of wilderness in England's mental landscape" 
4/5 Stars UNCUT 
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Fursaxa 

ALONE IN THE DARK WOOD 




The Scientists 

SEDITION 
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gay against you 



Drds: Miss AMP 



: Colin Henderson 



Gay Against You take everything good in life - bleepy arpeggiated 
music, smudges of neon paint, fanzines, screeching, keytars, 
Seventies satiny football shorts, Cartman impressions, songs about 
unicorns, Adaadat records, cartoon violence and extremely young- 
looking bespectacled geekboys - and mix them together to create 
what is generally known as a lip-smacking cocktail of electronic 
awesomeness. GAY, take it away! 

What's your favourite thing that's been written about you? 

Lach: "We got a review in some French blog that, when translated 
into English, said: 'Gay Against You, duet of Glasgow a weak bit, 
follower of 8 saturated bit, learn with blender your magic dictation'. 
That's probably my favourite. We used to get really funny live reviews 
where the reviewer would spend the whole article saying how awful 
the music was and that it was just noise, then would finish by saying 
something like, 'But everyone seemed to enjoy it so I must be wrong'. 
We got described as 'a council estate Butthole Surfers' by Terrorizer." 

Joe: "I like that we are tagged on last.fmas'shit'. My dad said 
Lach's guitar playing in our previous band was 'ambitious'..." 

Lach: "Maybe we should be tagged as 'ambitious shit'." 

Are your live shows a reaction against the staidness of most 
live electronic music? 

Lach: "We like dressing up and showing off and stuff because we 
get quite nervous before our shows and that's just how it manifests 
itself. There have been a couple of occasions when the crowd have 
been pretty scary. We played the Old Blue Last in London and within 




two seconds of the show starting I had two pints of beer tipped 
on me and Joe had his teeth knocked out. We also tore down their 
chandelier by accident." 

You also produce graphics as Wooley Mammoth - what are 
your main graphic design influences/inspirations? Who are 
your favourite designers and illustrators working today? 

Joe: "Wooley Mammoth is me and my friend Duncon. Check out 
Devon Varmenga (AKA Hair Party) who did our album cover, Brent 
Wadden in Germany, Seripop in Canada and Marcus Oakley from 
Britain -the guy who does Yeast Hoist zine. I think he's in that band 
Lavender Diamond now..." 

Lach: "This artist called Hisham - he does really ace felt-tip 
drawings. Also Kate Moross and Shoboshobo. I recently bought 
a sewing machine and have started making costumes. I've been 
inspired by Gareth Pugh and Carrie Cassette Playa, and also these 
guys in China called Perk who make weird clothes and life-size dolls." 

Glasgow always sounds really fun, like a big mixture of 
heroin addicts and beautiful indie kids. Is it? 

Joe: "Glasgow is very grim right now. I think our bedrooms 
and the fact we share a flat is one hundred times more important 
than Glasgow. Glasgow's music scene is pretty unfriendly sometimes 
and not reallythegianttweepicnicyou see in the press. I know it's 
corny, but the internet has been a much, much more important 
community for us in a lot of ways :making contacts, collaboration, 
swapping information." 

What for you is so exquisitely gay about unicorns? 

Lach: "To be honest, I have never thought of unicorns as being 
gay. They seem like the kind of animals comfortable enough with 
their own sexuality to not really care about the big phallus on its 
head, or that they are associated with sparkles and magic wishes. " 

Joe: "I think in the song the unicorns were all lonely because 
they'd been imported to an unfamiliar place as trophy animals or 
something and they had to find love somewhere, right? We like all 
animals, they are cool." 

www.myspace.com/gayagainstyou 
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WEDNESDAY 28TH MARCH • LEEDS COCKPIT 
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Spencer Perceval • 1762 - 1812 
Ltd 10" vinyl & CD 

www. iliketrains .co.uk 
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Earth - Earth 2 

The kings of super-heavy guitar drones. Their sub- 
frequencies may also make you want to puke. 

Biosphere - Shenzhou 

Geir Jenssen lives in the north of Norway, and from 
his frozen igloo he composes sublime ambient music, 
like the sound of polar winds. He composed this album 
with samples exclusively from Debussy. 

Cluster -Cluster II 

These guys invented ambient music a long time ago. 
With this record they prove that ambient can also be 
dark and electric. A soundtrack for Mars. 

Sly And The Family Stone - There's 
A Riot Going On 

I may listen to this when I don't really want to sleep. 

Pearls Before Swine - One Nation 
Underground 

Lush strings and magical chimes can never hurt you, 
especially in bed, even if you have a hair on the tongue 
(that's how we say it in French). 

Music for when I want to run away 

The Sparks - Beat The Clock 

Sometimes I really would like to beat that clock. 

Can - 1 Want More 

And more. Yes I do. Besides, Can are one of my 
favourite bands in the field of 'Rock meets 
experimental music in a non boring way'. 

The Human Beinz - Nobody But Me 

Hi-NRG garage from the Mods. Run Run Run. 

Poni Hoax - Hyper Communication 

These guys are so crazy that I often want to run away 
when I'm working with them in the studio. 

Para One - DunDun-Dun 
(MSTRKFRT Remix) 

Sometimes there's some new dance tunes that also 
make me run away. At least 50 per cent of 'dance-rock' 
tunes are really bad, especially when everybody wants 
to sound like Daft Punk.This is a good example. 
www.myspace.com/jimibazzouka 



kode9 

Words: Abi Bliss 
Photography: Cat Stevens 



Recently I've been listening to a cassette, one 
lovingly taped from late-night radio back in 1 995. 
Future Sound Of London were transmitting a mix 
from their studio via the new technology of ISDN, 
a vision of the future as a maximalist psychedelic 
galaxy encompassing themselves, The Doors, 
Stockhausen, Cabaret Voltaire and Quentin Crisp. 
Periodically, a computer voice would intone their 
website address. Remember when people still 
needed to spell it out: h-t-t-p-colon-forward 
slash-forward slash? 

"Marked by the memories of our future past/ 



'My brain is in my 
stomach' 



It 's the beginning, not the end, that we have to 
reach last." Actually, it wasn't even my tape. I was 
probably too busy discovering retro-futurism, like 
every other smart-ass teenager, to be into FSOL. 
Another artefact, another future sound of London 
more recently gone by: Memories Of The Future is 
a record of the sound of Kode9 in the months and 
years leading up to late 2006. 

The title and the album's spaceship cover may 
suggest a harking back to the bleak, hard sci-fi 
predictions of the Cold War era, but the sonic 
cityscapes unfolding from its tracks are not so much 
the kind of unforgiving roboworld where we're but 
a syntax error away from becoming Soylent Green, 
but a futuristic architecture of the mind. The kind of 
introverted absorption advocated so optimistically 
by FSOL is reflected back through deadening, dub- 



heavy slabs of sub-bass, disrupted by shards of 
synth and hi-hat. Instead of luxuriating in a free- 
associating universe of musical orbits, listening to 
Kode9 feels like watching your brain fragment and 
float away into the darkness. Meanwhile, MC 
Spaceape provides omnipotent commentary with 
the righteous gravitas of a cosmic prophet who 
knows just how long it'll be until the Big Crunch. 

"Whenever I hear it, it surprises me, especially 
the way it tends force people to stop moving and 
listen," Kode9 says in a snatched email interview, 
between working on Sonic Warfare, his book 
about "the uses and abuses of sound systems", 
and remixing MF Doom, whose WTF-conceptual 
bounds and raw, treacly syllables are shared by 
Spaceape (not to mention a seeming fascination 
with "writhing tentacles" and "hostile aliens"). 

Kode9, however, takes his sci-fi inspiration from 
JG Ballard: "The sheer humidity of The Drowned 
World, in which London becomes a tropical 
evolutionary throwback. His general sense that 
the apocalypse has already happened and we're 
already in its echo." 

If all the Ballard stuff sounds familiar, it's probably 
because the Burial album drew upon the same 
heady psycho-dystopian brew when it came out 
last year on Hyperdub, Kode9'sown label. But 
really, Memories Of The Future exists in its own 
dimensional bubble, removed from the need to 
define Kode9's precise coordinates on the ever- 
warping axes of club/gen re/bpm. You can call him 
'dubstep' if you like. Perhaps surprisingly, he doesn't 
really mind labels. 

"I treat words like sounds. Invent them, 
and when they lose their usefulness, bin them. 
Sometimes music can't live up to a name, or vice 
versa. Then you just have to move on." Academic 
discourse sits comfortably alongside the "sheer 
physical weight" of dropping his music at nights 
such as DMZ: "I'm interested in visceral theory. 
My brain is in my stomach." 

So what will music be like in 1 ,000 years time? 

"Inaudible." 

kode9.blogspot.com 
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7" out 19.03 




SONDE DO ROLE DENJYFERREE 

Solta Frango Leaving The Nest 



LP & CD out now 



Bonde Do Role With Lasers benjyfern 

the album out 04.06 





CLINIC KIERANHEBDEN 

If You Could Reod AND STEVE REID 
Your Mind Tongues 



7" & CD out now 



LP & CD out 19.03 





JAMES YORKSTON 
Woozy With Cider 

7" & 2x12" out 12.03 
featuring remixes by 
King Biscuit Time 
Jon Hopkins 
Kode9 
Quiet Village 
Dusty Cabinets 



JAMES YORKSTON 
The Yeer Of 
The Leopsrd 

LP & CD out now 
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au revoir simone 

Words: Hayley Avron 
Illustration: John Cei Douglas 

Like some awesome band of electro-waifs 
sent to tap on the Kinder Egg casing that 
shrouds our memories and makes us forget 
all about the things that we enjoy, Au Revoir 
Simone have landed in my psyche -via the 
dirty doormat - armed with vintage 
keyboards, drum machines and harmonies 
that may well lift the lid on that glorious 
sunny Sunday feeling that got lost 
somewhere in the last six house moves. 

Au Revoir Simone are a Brooklyn- 
based trio, a holy trinity of all things good 
and great and female: Erika "sweet and 
friendly", Heather "wildly creative and fun" 
and Annie "a great force to be reckoned 
with " . Th is conven ient tessel lation of 
personalities has spawned a music that 
would fail to melt only the coldest heart. 
The vocals sound as though they could be 
dusted on top of a freshly baked cake; the 
beats don't so much kick your ass, as punch 
you on the arm. Playfully, of course. 

When asked what they set out to do with 
ARS, Heather says, "We wanted to cover pop 
songs but make them sound depressive and 
dark" but sadly, the darkness has trouble 
un-shining through. The band clearly revel 
far too much in playing their own songs. 
"I I ike the heat that stage lights give off. 
Sometimes it feels as good as being at the 
beach," says Erika, while Annie's onstage 
interior monologue goes something along 
the lines of : "I LOVE this song so much. This 
song rules, this song rules. Oh wow, I just 
realised I'm dancing like a maniac. I hope 
I don't look too dumb, but man, how could 
anybody not do this? OK, here comes 
the bridge, pay attention to the tempo 
2,3,4,5,6,1,2,3,4,5,6. Wow I love this part, 
it's awesome, do I know that person in the 
front row or are they just friendly?" 

The answers to the unapologetically 
vague questions I posed them were 
unapologetically incisive, enthusiastic and 
passionate. If I wasn't already in a band, I'd 
run out and start one right now. 

Okay, I know. It's all disgustingly happy 
and twee and bordering on some Disneyf ied 
version of an indie girl band. I know. 
Thankfully, the ever-confident, ever-happy 
trio have fears and anxieties. Just like the 
rest of us: "I'm scared that when I die I'll find 
out the hard way that being an atheist was 
a poor idea." 

Unlike the rest of us, Heather can 
probablyjusttake along a promo discto 
the Pearly Gates and get away with it. 

www.aurevoirsimone.com 




skill 7 stamina 12 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Marese McGrane 



Somewhere between the free-form stylings of jazz 
guitarist Sonny Sharrock, the pulsating ideals of 
anarchist flag-burners Crass and some band all 
post-punk and sprawling (Scotland's Life Without 
Buildings, say) lies the glorious mess-noise-texture 
of Skill 7 Stamina 12. On their second album, 
the richly rewarding Skill 7 Stamina Dead (Junior 
Aspirin), a diffident female spews out a relentless 
tumult of near-indecipherable words over an array 
of warped, dissonant, post-math rock rhythms. 
Words change into babble mutates into wordless 



'It's a deconstruction 
and a reconstruction 
at the same time' 



semi-scat vocals changes into admonishments 
and back. Drums tumble in, over and around 
themselves. Guitars jar. Like fast-reversing through 
infinite cyberspace while a battery of Country 
Teasers, Toxic Shock and God fans battle it out 
for supremacy. 

Drummer Ashley Marlowe -also in several 
other Brighton groups, notably Charlottefield - 
was once spanked by a member of Whitehouse 
live on stage, aged 1 6. He admits the incident, but 
denies shouting out "Discipline, discipline" as he 
clambered up from the crowd. 

Singer Maaike Schoorel (she of the impenetrable 
wall-of-consciousness lyrics) is a painter, and learnt 
to play classical piano in Holland by finger-painting 
for a year. She joined the band after humming a 
melody that didn't work on a keyboard. 



"There are so many things that are amazing," 
she states, "even being here [my kitchen]. . .there is 
so much, so much information -the sign advertising 
your book signing, the way you place your tape 
recorder on the table, the way you answered 
my first question like you were in denial. ..I like 
the preciseness of this house, it's very calming. 
Everything's very precise. I'm not surprised you've 
owned cats." 

Guitarist Dan Fox believes Dutch to be a 'fully 
rounded language', and owns 1 9th Century art 
critic John Ruskin's autograph. 

"[Turner champion] Ruskin was quite 
dysfunctional," Dan says. "His experience of 
women only stretched as far as classical statues. 
He got engaged and was mortified when he saw 
his wife's pubic hair. That was the last contact he 
had with a woman." 

Bassist Nathaniel Mellors grew up in Tunbridge 
Wells, playing techno and house music with Ashley 
for about 1 years; he formed Skill 7 after jamming 
with flatmate Dan. Nathaniel likes the ideas 
behind Faust, started by Uwe Nettelbeck (recently 
deceased) who obtained funding on the premise 
that under no circumstances would he copy 
Western rock music. Nathan feels an agenda like 
that could make sense of the idea of post-punk 
- a mentality that goes far deeper than style. 

"There's equal weighting to each part in Skill 7 
Stamina 12," the bassist suggests, " partly because 
it's improvised. It's not like the vocals are on top. 
Everything is equal." 

"There's very little premeditation about what 
we do," adds Ashley. "When we started it was 
a lot more in the traditional mould of structure 
and songs, but now we let things happen in a more 
instinctive way. I take the album title to mean the 
last gasp of the band - no one's listening, no one 
cares, so we may as well do exactly what we want. " 

"It's almost like we're looking for a certain 
order, but it changes constantly," finishes Maaike. 
" It's a deconstruction and a reconstruction at the 
same time." 

www.myspace.com/skill7stamina12 
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The new Album from the creators of the classic records 
"Moon Safari" and "Talkie Walkie" 

Air deliver a career masterpiece, 
their most seductive and accomplished work to date 



FEATURES GUEST VOCALS BY JARVIS COCKER AND NEIL HANNON 



Digital release 19 February 2007 
In stores everywhere 5 March 2007 



THE CD FEATURES OPeflDISC™ UNLOCKING EXCLUSIVE AUDIO TRACKS, 
EXTRAS AND MORE! 



WWW.POCKET-SYMPHONY.COM 
WWW.MYSPACE.COM/INTAIRNET 
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Words: Everett True, Louis 
Pattison and kicking_k 

llustrations: Lady Lucy 



Wherein the Plan B staff make like an A&R team at a speed 
dating event, drinking too much coffee and getting 
smart-ass all over the first 20 seconds of your hard work. 
It's not that we think we're better than you, but we are 



CAT MWCft 




Cat Power 

The Greatest (Matador) 

Title track from last year's album recorded 
in Muscle Shoals. Been nominated for 
a few awards, apparently. Woo. 
Kick: Look, a cat playing the piano, etc. 
Louis:The start makes me think Richard 
Ashcroft is about to sing. So when he 
doesn't it's a nice surprise. 
Everett: This is by far my favourite album of 
hers. Mind you, it is the only one I've listened 
to. I like it when she clears the fringe from 
her eyes. And when she dances on the table. 
The string arrangements on this are lush. 
Kick: She is very skilled at that intimate 
tone that cuts through even fairly syrupy 
production. People say voices like this have 
'character' but maybe what they mean is 
texture. She's almost talking in tune, which 
is a skill in itself. 

Louis: How did she become 'The Greatest'? 
Did she beat up Muhammed Ali? 
Kick: It would have been easy to overdo 
this song. She withholds just enough. 

Listen With Sarah 

My Little Hula Girl (Cherryade) 

Bedroom sampadelic electronica, with 
a hula guitar. Quintessential^ English, in 
the way The Kooks aren't. 

Kick:Am irredeemably flummoxed. 
Everett: Would it surprise you to know that 
I love this? 
Kick: No. 

Kick: It is like a radio skit for a competition 
in which you win something locally. 
Louis: For the sake of readers, I should 
explain there are lots of annoying people 
saying "www", "dotcom", and "world 
wide web ".And it is awful and pointless. 
Kick: I disagree with you. I would say it's 
pointless and awful. 

Everett: It's like Listen With Mother, remixed 
to eternity. It's fucking catchy, admit it. 
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Kick: I can't stop repeating it. I hate myself. 

The Rumble Strips 

Alarm Clock (Fallout) 

From Devonshire. 'Anthemic pop'. Messy 
horns, like they heard a Specials record 
once and were intimidated by it. 

Kick: A lot of excitement about something 

fundamentally boring. 

Louis: Hotly tipped, these fellows. I have no 

problem with this - it romps along nicely. 

Kick: Sounds like they might cite The Ordinary 

Boys as an influence. 

Louis: I bet they don't. I bet they only claim 

to listen to records made in the Seventies, 

or earlier. 

Kick: OK, maybe 'progress' is a fascist idea, 

but that just felt like singalonga-nostalgia. 

Lonelady 

Army (Filthy Home Recordings) 

Manchester artist whom ETonce 
compared to Kim Gordon's solo work. 
Suffers woefully from underproduction . . . 

Louis: She sounds like she's playing a drum- 
skin made of greaseproof paper. Mind you, 
it's more fun than Kim Gordon's solo work. 
Everett: Like a demo. Nothing wrong with 
sounding like a demo, but... 
Kick: ...but the waythe mix is almost 
unbiased makes the vocals sound like they're 
taking bites out of the guitars and vice versa. 
Everett: Kim Gordon solo? Not fun? Bite 
your tongue. 

Kick: Yeah, this is very likeable. 
Louis: But that won't stop my fingers NOT 
FUN NOT FUN. 

Jarboe 

The Sweet Meat Love (Paradigms) 

Female vocalist/keyboardist from Eighties 
noise gods Swans. Has released 1 2 solo 
albums since. This seven-inch comes 
recommended by Frances Morgan. 



Kick: It's very much a certain time of morning. 
Everett: The time I don't want to wake up. 
Kick: Like sobering up and coming down. 
Louis: It's quite beautiful, multi-tracked 
voices merging into that swirling keyboard 
(sobering up and coming down sounds like 
chainsaws cutting corrugated iron). 
Kick: It's quite intense, in an 'always the 
quiet ones' manner. We're not making many 
jokes, are we? Singles Club is way serious 
this month. 

The Bronx 

Shitty Future (Wichita) 

LA noise rock band, with a line in short 
sharp pop songs. Dressed as policemen 
on the cover. 

Louis: The Bronx, next to Fucked Up's Hidden 

World, was the best hardcore-influenced 

record of 2006. 

Kick: Greasers in 'playing guitars' shocker. 

Louis:The lead singer looks like an American 

football quarterback and has a surname that 

is impossible to spell. 

Kick: Do they live in the Bronx? Is the Bronx 

rough now, or full of pseuds? Or both? Full 

of rough pseuds? 

Louis: No: Los Angeles. 

Kick:Then why are they called The Bronx? 

Louis: Dunno.Ask them. They live on that 

really sleazy street in LA. 

Kick: Does this music make you feel more 

powerful, Louis? 

Burning Star Core 

Amelia (No-Fi) 

Experimental electronic noise band from 
Cincinnati, been releasing cassettes, CD-rs 
and other 'limited outbursts' for a decade. 

Kick: It makes me feel like I should chug 
a power shake. 

Louis:This is noize dude C Spencer Yeh. 
Kick: Cosmic noise. Radiation burns. Photo 
negatives. Black teeth. 



Louis: This is ecstatic, straightforward noise. 
Everett: Has it started yet? 
Kick: I've been listening to a lot of abstract- 
sounding things recently. Sometimes it feels 
like lyrics, words and human voices pester 
too much. 

Louis: Mmm, I agree. Noise is a good way 
of flushing out an excess of melodies. 
Everett: Has it started yet? 
Kick: I like this, but I never have any real 
ability to put noise stuff into an order of 
preference. It's weird - like rating moods 
or something. Like giving the weather marks 
out of 10. 

Louis: And the whole time Everett is going, 
"Has it started yet?" 
Everett: My mood right now. Three out of 20. 

Flower/Corsano Duo 

The Undisputed Dimension (No-Fi) 

Underground US psychedelia. Flower plays 
'Japan banjo'. Corsano drums. Frantically. 

Kick:Argh! They're really 'shredding' it, huh? 

Everett: It moves around some. 

Louis: Mick Flower of Vibacathedral 

Orchestra on "electric shaahi baaja". 

Corsano doing his drum thang. . . 

Kick: It's like biting into a sandwich which 

contains yr own tongue, good and hard. 

It sounds like pain receptors overloading , 

is what I'm saying. 

Louis: I'm going to invent a genre that 

combines spazz and jazz. It's going to be 

called 'Spjazz'. 

Everett:Why don'tyou call itjp-sazz? 

Louis: Harder to pronounce. 

Kick: Oh God, the musos are at it already. . . 

Louis: Shut up. You know nothing of spjazz. 

Kick: Are you going to set up rival 'schools' 

now? 

Louis:The world of spjazz is closed to you. 

Kick:This must be fucking exhausting to play 

- could come with a work-out video, Shred 

The Pounds Away. 
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Louis:Anyone into Lightning Bolt/Orthrelm 
(etc) should pick it up post-haste. 

The Draytones 

Keep Loving Me (1965) 

From Buenos Aires and Grimsby. Compare 
themselves to The Kinks, Thee Milkshakes 
and Syd Barrett. They're nothing like them. 
Kick: Confusion as to whether 1 965 is label 
or year of release. 'Cause it sounds old. 
Rock'n'rolling chair old. 
Everett: That's like the time we sawThe 
1 990s support The Long Blondes. My wife 
wasn't aware of the band's name, so you 
can imagine the hilarity that ensued when 
a friend came over after their set and asked, 
"What did you think of The 1990s?" 
Kick: She talked for two days. . . 
Louis: Ooh, backwards bit! 
Everett: Man, this record bites. 
Kick: I just don't get why people go to all 
the trouble of forming a band just to remake 
their favourite records... 
Everett: To get rich? 

LCD Sou ndsy stem 

North American Scum (DFA) 

Second album. First release from. Disco, 
not disco. Return of Grammy-nominated, 
Nike-wearing dance classicists. 

Kick: Strange use of glammy chorus, but I like 
it.They've perfected the mid-tempo bounce. 
Louis: I have written this in at least three 
places already, but you can sing Fatboy Slim's 
'A Rockafella Skank' over this. Aargh, worst 
lyric ever - that line, "And you might see lots 
of mimes"- they're talking about France! 
Everett: Is this retro? Sounds 1 5 years old. 
Louis: If you liked their last album, you'll like 
this one; if you didn't, you won't. 
Kick: But you should. They're endearing in 
a way some dude pretending to be an East 
German answering machine is not. 
Everett: Way more populist than I expected. 



Kick: I like that they bother to make albums 
with songs about feelings and in-jokes and 
all those things that gangs evolve. This isn't 
a dancefloor monster, but it is pretty bouyant, 
and people will definitely have a good time 
to it. I know 'cause I played it to guinea pigs. 
In a laboratory. 

Television Personalities 

My Dark Places (Domino) 

Depressed indie poets are given a series 
of odd remix treatments from Ratatat, 
Battles, Black Dice, etc. 

Kick: Seems like a really perverse idea, and 

sounds pretty, urn, left-of-centre, too. 

Louis: Another of those records that would 

not exist if it were not for Arctic Monkeys 

Everett:This is mental. Childish voices and 

mashed-up beats. 

Kick: Except when those vocals come undling 

through -that's more like feeding live people 

into a laminating machine. 

Everett: "Undling"? 

Kick: It is pretty nighmarish... 

Louis: A horrible confusion of glitchy 

electronica and off-key druggy shouting, 

and no actual ideas whatsoever 

Everett: You've just described 99 per cent of 

popular music. 

Kick: It's all pretty disturbed and disturbing. 

Louis: Why are they depressed? Did they 

steal a steaming pie from a high shelf? Or 

go to a school near a gasworks? 

Everett: They went to a gasworks near a school. 

Louis: It's always nice to see lost geniuses 

rehabilitated. This, of course, does not count. 

The Knife 

Marble House (Brille) 

Spooky, spooky! Just been nominated 
for six Swedish Grammys, and conducted 
their acceptance speeches via distorted 
videos of their friends. 

Louis: Not my favourite Knife track, this one. 



Do not hate on the spjazz 



Everett: Moody. I like The Knife's edge 
Louis: It sounds like an Ace Of Base song 
put through The Knife Filter (not available 
in the shops). 

Kick:The real reason people like The Knife is 
because they are fucking eerie, but beautiful 
too. They are like The Blair Witch Project. 
Everett: I saw The Blair Witch Projects 
a tiny town in Tasmania, rain absolutely 
teeming down, village hall, small projector. 
Drove home, unable to see more than two 
inches from our faces, blinded by lights of 
a backwards-moving digging machine. Get 
to our digs, a small shack in the middle of 
a swamp. Just as we put our hand on the 
doorknob every light in the vicinity went 
out for mi les around .. . Sorry. What were we 
talking about? 

Lavender Diamond 

The Cavalry Of Light (Rough Trade) 

New Rough Trade signings. Female voice. 
Kinda twee. Publish a Lavender Diamond 
comic strip, entitled Peace Comics. 

EverettThis one song, wherein the line, 
"You broke my heart" , is repeated over 
and over again, building in intensity, is ace 
- but the rest of their stuff is very ordinary. 
Kick: Like something a Victorian papa might 
buy for his daughter to break her spirit. 
"Listen to this six times in the morning, 
and six at night, while you brush yr hair." 
I wonder who broke her heart? 
Everett: Was it you, k? 
Kick: Doubtful. 



Everett: Yes, but are you sure? 
Kick: Wouldn't take much, would it? 
Accidentally splashing herwith a puddle 
would probably result in a suicide attempt. . . 

Ack Ack Ack 

Alley Juice (Jurassic Boredom) 

Share a drummer with Brighton noise 
bands Charlottefield and Skill 7 Stamina 
1 2. Do not hate on the spjazz. Spjazz is 
your new overlord. 

Everett: It actually says 'check our shit, get 

sex' at www.jurassicboredom.co.uk. 

Louis: I would appreciate a lyric sheet if he's 

going to beTHAT incoherent. 

Kick: Ooh, get her. They're talking about you, 

not to you. 

Kick: I like that it's radically strung out, but 

I am always a bit uncertain as to at what 

point these things edge into, y'know. . .jazz. 

Everett: Ch-jazz? Teh . . .jazz? 

Louis: Do not hate on the spjazz. SPJAZZ IS 

YOUR NEW OVERLORD. 

Everett: Stinks of the muso. Why are they 

doing this? Why not just play sudoku and 

impress everyone with your versatility and 

cleverness, but quietly? I hate this more 

than Christmas. 

Louis:There is a lyric about commuters doing 

sudoku on the new Bloc Party album. 

Kick: Lots of drum fills - and the band have 

to keep up. Like musical chairs, but angrier. 

Everett: Spjazz spsucks. 

Louis: It seems a bit mean-spirited, rock stars 

moaning about people enjoying sudoku. 
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hello new world 

Words: Alex Macpherson 



Plan B gets on the long-distance line to US rap's returning challengers, Clipse 



This was not expected. This arrived under the cover 
of darkness with little fanfare, sneaking out at the 
end of the year to ambush tired mindsand bodies. 
Those responsible had been dismissed or forgotten: 
people could barely remember the last great 
Neptunes beat, and following delay upon delay, 
the Clipse (brothers Pusha T and Malice) seemed 
lost in the purgatory of record company issues. 

Maybe all of this served merely to sharpen their 
minds, to focus their talent- because their second 
album, Hell Hath No Fury, is a lean, mean fighting 
machine. Gone are the splashes of soul and glossy 
throwback synths layered over their debut, 2002's 
Lord Willin'; instead, that album's most stark sonic 
statement, the astonishing single 'Grindin', provides 
the best foreshadowing for the new one's stripped- 
down accuracy. It's minimal to the point of ascetic, 
restrained but overflowing with a sense of menace. 
Check the technoid bass grumble which propels 
'Trill' into a state of druggy oblivion; the spare funk 
loop of 'Dirty Money', which pushes the way 
Beyonce's 'Work It Out' updated James Brown for 
the 2 1 st Century even further into the future; the 
claustrophobic fuzz of 'Mr Me Too', built around 
little more than a gentle buzz inside your brain. 

Pusha T and Malice throw down each bar like 
a gauntlet, playing with language while always 
remaining deadly serious in their single-minded 
coke rap. " I philosophise about glocks and keys/ 
Niggas call me young black Socrates, " brags Pusha 
on the non-apology 'Momma I'm So Sorry'; it's 
funny as hell, but he's not laughing, and neither 
are you. When he's asked what he draws on for 
his lyrics, the answer is brief and illuminating: 
"My experience. Being hyenas." 
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Rumours of this album's imminent release have 
been swirling since early 2004 -the point at which 
the Clipse's label, Arista, was dissolved into its sister 
company Jive as party of the Sony/BMG merger. 
Repeated delays led to legal wrangling as Clipse 
tried to escape their contract, only resolved in May 
2006: Pusha states that, "The label didn't take any 
pride in marketing the group, we were dealing with 



Two-and-a-half years' 
worth of pent-up rage 



people who just didn't know the story of the Clipse 
and didn't know what we were about. " 

In combination with the quality of the Neptunes' 
production it would be reasonable to assume that 
Hell Hath No Fury is a holdover from the Neptunes' 
heyday. After all, since their contributions to Kelis' 
2003 album Tasty the number of great beats 
Pharrell Williams and Chad Hugo have made can be 
counted on the fingers of one hand - Snoop Dogg's 
'Drop It Like It's Hot', Gwen Stefani's 'Hollaback 
Girl', Pitbull's 'Jealouso', all tellingly fronted by 
a larger than life pop star. However, Pusha T assures 
me the album was written and recorded in late 2005 
and early 2006 - throughout the period of record 
company woes the brothers, "Weren't in the right 
place to record or release anything with all the 
drama. . .it didn't make any sense" . 



Now, though, it makes sense: two-and-a-half 
years' worth of pent-up rage is released on this 
album, with everyone having something to prove. 
The Clipse, burnt by their experience, have also set 
up their own record company, the Re-Up Gang. 
"From now on, it's all about independent stuff, 
but we want to be a powerhouse, an empire, " says 
Pusha; in keeping with this spirit, he's cagey when it 
comes to talking about the state of hip hop in 2007. 

" I just listen to the Re-Up Gang, man. . .A lot 
of rappers aren't real people. You say something 
negative about one, they something negative about 
you... I just leave 'em alone. None of 'em are my 
friends anyway. " Rather than reeling off a list of 
canonical names, Pusha limits his influences to, 
" My brother, always the Neptunes. . . my family. . . 
a couple of other guys. . . " 

The Clipse's 1 5-year friendship with their 
producers is a fascinating one: Pusha admits to 
being "illiterate when it comes to production", and 
that " I don't deal with any of the instrumentation, 
I just hear the sounds" . But it's clear that the Clipse's 
overall aesthetic is one they control tightly- Pusha's 
quest for innovation is partly a desire to "change 
radio, not just fit in with radio", but he's also aware 
that, "Sonically, the production lets us get away 
with saying a lot of the things we say, because the 
beats disguise the content" . 

"We made sure the Neptunes raised the bar 
for this record. Sometimes they didn't always make 
it, but other times they came up with chaotic beats 
like 'Wamp Wamp', which we took. I can't really 
describe how the sound came about. . .we just 
gravitated towards it." 

Consider, then, the bar officially raised. 





-JP 
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featuring appearances by 

Trent Reznor, The Mars Volta, Aesop Rock, Cage, Cat Power 

and more 
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Dan Sartain hits the UK highway with a 
very literal hunger 

Words: David Hickox(The Plate Six) 

Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 




Cambridge 

3 1 January, and we've arrived. Tour manager Ajay 
finally showed up in the vehicle that would be our 
home for the next three weeks - a Concorde ! Since 
their retirement from intercontinental travel, they 
are apparently available to the public. 

The show in Cambridge was mighty hectic. Two 
Tears played first and were great. The Plate Six 



Time was ripe for the 
nightly slaughter... 
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drummer Brad is playing in 
all three bands! Our show 
was very odd. Having been 
married to our equipment 
for eight years now, it's 
unnerving to be playing 
other guitars and amps. 
We headed backstage for 
a sauna to get recharged 
for the Captain's set. Being 
so pampered helped as we 
came out blazing - playing 
'Tryin' To Say' and 'Drama 
Queens' as quick as lightning. 
Dan's set went great and 
culminated in his teeth- 
picking solo -a bad-assed 
end to a bad-assed night. 

Oxford 

Spentthe entire day in 
misery on the side of the 
M11. Call after call to the 
police and the AA went 
unanswered and delayed. 
After five hours, we were 
able to take off in the 
Concorde again. Morale 
was low. The cure was 
a group singalong to 'No 
Diggity' over and over 
and over a-fucking-gain. 
I suppose it beat listening 
to the incessant ticking of 
the hazard lights. 



The show was set for a disco load-out at 1 0.30. 
By the time we arrived it was 9.15. We set up shop 
by 9.30 and went straight to hammering out the 
jams. Hours and hours of frustration unleashed. 

After load-out, we hustled to catch the Rice Box 
for some hands-down worst Chinese food of my 
life. Our wake-up call never arrived and we were too 
late for breakfast- another hungry day. The good 
news is that we got to Thekla Social way ahead of 
schedule. Plus, that shit is a motherfucking boat\ 

Bristol 

Dan was able to procure a flagon of mead before 
the show, and was rather inebriated by the time we 
hit the stage. The first few songs came out in a hazy 
daze, feeling like a lazy transmission from some 
other world. Each new song gathered momentum, 
most notably 'Rock Around The Clock Pt 2'. 

The set was done, but Dan was called back for 
an encore. He started with this old shipman's song 
he's been playing a good bit recently. It was superb. 
Then we cranked our amps for 'Second Coming', 
pounded through that and left the stage for good. 
We walked to the hotel, our morale lifted by the 
sights of restaurants bustling in the night. The 
promise of food ! We soon found out the kitchens 
were all closed. We wandered through the sea of 
drunk-eyed, arm-in-arm hooligans towards the only 
food we could find -fucking doner. We paid for our 
slop, grabbed some bottom-bin wine out of the 
Concorde and headed back to the hotel to laugh 
at prophetic Seventies movie Earthquake. 

It appears Dan is about to give himself a haircut. 
We'll see how that turns out. 

Leeds 

The show is a long one, with two local acts added to 
our three-band touring bill. Helena Gee went on 
first, with some rather emotive girl-and-an-acoustic- 
guitarjivethatgaveBrada "heart boner". 

The true treat of the night came backstage 
during The Sugars' set, when Dan led us fortunate 
few in a glowing rendition of Ol' Dirty Bastard's 
'Shimmy Ya', playing the lead line on his guitar. Time 




was ripe for the nightly Sartain slaughter, burning through the usual numbers 
and pounding out requests from the crowd as well. 

When we got back to our hotel, the Super Bowl had just started. We ordered 
pizza and rinsed out our sweat in free wine while soaking up the rather potent 
dose of America being broadcast in the lobby. 

Edinburgh 

We pointed the Concorde's nose toward the fair city of Edinburgh - our best bet 
for actually seeing some snow. It used to snow at least once a year in Alabama 
back when were kids, but for the past decade I can't recall seeing a single flake. 

We played the Cabaret Voltaire, an underground cavern which was filled 
with the rankest of smells even before the horde of sweaty bodies filled the 
room. Two Tears baited the audience, The Plate Six bludgeoned them, and 
Sartain butchered and prepared their remains. You make it too easy, little 
lambs. But we will surely enjoy your succulent fillets in the days ahead. And 
we will never let your memory fade. 5/2 - Never Forget! 

With five minutes of rest after back-to-back sets, The Plate Six boys packed 
everything right back up in preparation for a cross-country flight to Glasgow, 
where we arrived not much after midnight. We went out for the second-worst 
Chinese food I've ever ingested and headed back to the hotel for a nap. 

Glasgow 

Our first day off of the tour. Our music license clearly states that any free time be 
passed at the local record shop sifting through bins and bins of records, and who 
are we to break the law? 

The crowd in Glasgow was slow to build, but Two Tears made it through just 
fine. The Plate Six added a 'new' song to the set - one we wrote a decade ago - 
and that changed things up a bit. And speaking of Mexico's first test-tube baby, 
Glasgow has always been good to Dan Sartain. We burned through Totem 
Pole', 'Young Girls', 'Thought It Over', and a few more to furious applause. Yes, 
this is the Glasgow I remember. It was Dan Sartain the frontman leading a full 
and burning band, and the most fun I've yet had playing on this tour. 

London 

Dan left ahead of us, bound for London on a different flight. He was off for a 
BBC Radio session, the cost of which was a 6am flight. The rest of us enjoyed the 
extra three hours of sleep and a much slower flight to London. After load-in and 
soundcheck, we were off for a full evening of bustle. Two Tears sounded great, 
with Kerry donning her beloved sparkly silver heels for the first time this trip. 
They surely worked their magic. The Plate Six were next, ripping through our set 
with reckless precision. When Dan played, the stage-front was crammed with 
shouting, bouncing, dancing fools, delighting in the spectacle that is Dan 
Sartain and singing along to it all. We all soaked it up during the first few songs 
and, once recharged, let it all back out in a glowing burst of rock'n'roll fury. 




playlist: spillers records, Cardiff 

Words: Dafydd, Ashli and Grace 
Illustration: Bethan Algieri 



Songs for when it's raining outside 



Jimmy and Mama Yancey 

How Long Blues (Azuli) 

This is from Belle And Sebastian's 
Late Night Tales CD, which is one 
of our favourite compilations ever. 
Demis Roussos beat-matched with 
Stereolab, Johnny Cash put through 
a dub chamber, and a David Shrigley 
spoken word track. 'How Long 
Blues' is a sleazy drawl of a song 
between husband and wife-to-be 
that was made for when you're in 
bed with someone special, the rain 
battering the window all night long. 

Various 

ThisTown Ain't Big Enough For The 
22 Of Us (Twisted By Design) 

Sod all to do with rain, but we 
can't not mention a compilation 
of 22 Cardiff bands put together 
by Gary Anderson of Cardiff's top 
indie night out, Twisted By Design. 
You want Port-addled ranting? 
Try Gindrinker. You want Plan 
^-approved melodies? This has Los 
Campesinos' debut release. Retro 
charm? Here's The Loves. One of 
those genius drunken ideas that 
actually made it into reality. 

Benni Hemm Hemm 

I Can Love You In A Wheelchair Baby 
(Morr Music) 

A beautiful love song that manages 
to transform those marauding 
grey rainclouds into special warm 
sunny feelings. A song of relentless 
optimism and wit- and I'll let you 
into a secret -we like this song 
even though it doesn't really fit 
the theme, so we just made up a 
metaphor about the rain. Forgive 
us. We're not bad people. 



Sparklehorse 

Rainmaker (Capitol) 

So anyway, rain gets all this bad 
press but Mark Linkous always sees 
the bigger picture, doesn't he? 
He probably has a poster of the 
water table on his roof above his 
bed - except on his poster, there's 
a magical being or two involved... 

Datarock 

Fa-Fa-Fa (Yap) 
Maloko 

In The Midnight Hour (London) 

Two of the most cheery songs we 
can think of. People can't help but 
smile when these records are on, 
especially wet customers sheltering 
from the Cardiff weather. Together 
here because I can't think of 
one without the other, due to the 
African-style guitar in both records. 

Fujiya And Miyagi 

Transparent Things (Tirk) 

Let's see - rain is transparent, isn't 
it? So this qualifies. Even without 
the tortuous link, this is a great 
atmospheric album, tailored for 
a long drive on your own while 
being battered by the elements. 

The Lovin' Spoonful 

Summer In The City (Camden) 

One of those songs that just 
manages to ooze atmosphere, 
and you can't help but be sucked 
in by the beeping horns and sound 
effects. With this song on, it doesn't 
matter whether there's flash 
flooding or hailstorms going on 
outside, it's all about perfect pop. 



www.spillersrecords.com 
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why we hate. ..soul 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Illustration: Soren Mosdal 




Before you get all defensive, we'd like to point out 
we don't mean that we hate the musical genre 
known as 'soul' (horrendous though that is), but 
a more general quality, a particular set of emotions 
that, for lack of more precise terminology, we would 
like to group under that term. Soul istheick-factor 
behind The X Factor, the grooviness that makes 
us avoid so much jazz, the moaning and groaning 
and ooh-ing and ahhing that make house the 
most despicable of electronic music genres: 
a suave, crooning pseudo-sexiness that makes 
us want to vomit. 

More objectively, soulfulness seems to be tied 
to a sentiment of gratitude and love towards a 
subject who is present and is likely to reciprocate. 
(This is important because many people mistake 
songs about other types of emotions - ennui, 
alienation, nostalgia, revenge even - for love songs. 
For example, Guns N' Roses' 'Sweet Child 0' Mine', 
with its lines, "Where do we go now? Where do we 
go?"- far from being a love song, it actually deals 
with total relationship breakdown.) Ostensibly, this 
is a popular religious sentiment, one which forms 
the backbone of American morality and the pop 
industry. But soul also assumes that human life can 
be overwhelmed by the melodrama of love (for 



Soul assumes that 
human life can be 
overwhelmed by the 
melodrama of love 



God, country or concubine, it makes no difference) 
and might at any given minute explode into a series 
of expressive gestures, beyond language, beyond 
representation. This is why 'soul' is often associated 
with "mmm"s and "baby-baby"s and other non- 
or pre-verbal means of communication. The 
problem here is not the breakdown of language 
-which is the basic premise of rock'n'roll, from 
Little Richard to Johnny Rotten - but the dichotomy 
between ordinary and romantic, physical and 
metaphysical. When Throbbing Gristle reduced 
text to monosyllabic grunts, they stated that 
nothing exists beyond this form of psychosis, 
that there is no ordinary, and nothing beyond, 
that this is the real sound of shopping atTesco. 

Amplified, canned music is always a negotiation 
between man and machine. That's the source of its 



power, its ability to achieve the kind of critique of 
its own means of production that Brecht wanted 
for the theatre, but that's also what gets in the way 
when it goes all soulful on us and tries to pretend 
it's just us in the room. Maybe we're just materialists, 
but we don't buy this appeal to transcendence. 
Maybe that's why Phil Spector's take on gospel 
has always appealed: rich, beautiful female voices 
mediated through the thickest of sonic carpet 
bombs. Contemporary American teen-punk-pop 
gets it wrong by introducing an element of soulful 
angst into the least sentimental of genres. Disco 
gets it right by killing off any shred of sincere 
emotion. We're not trying to make a case for 
electronic purism or the arctic pleasures of 
Kraftwerk's 'Autobahn': the likes of Groove Armada 
are the worst offenders for incorporating those 
cringe-inducing samplesto make their numbing 
muzak seem more humane. Nor are we preaching 
against all and every expression of emotion in 
pop - anger, fear, boredom, hysteria etc, all good 
emotions in which the man-machine, author- 
producer love affair flourishes. But whenever you 
feel like spilling your soul in ear-splitting bellows, 
bring a mop, because you'll have to do the wiping 
up after. 




i'm being good 

schindler's list II 



scotch pine 

egg forest 



carlos fuente 

cgi worms 



pine forest 

two weasels in a box 



bald mermaid 

let us be your snails 



full MP3 albums free to download now from www.infinitechug.com 
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why i love. ..grace jones 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 

Illustration: KaiWong 

Grace Jones is the sexiest woman ever. 

I have a fantasy of her facing up all the lily-livered 
r'n'b stars currently popular- Misses 'Here's me 
in my undies come do what you want with me' 
and 'I'm independent but I wear a blond wig' - 
and whooping their pansy asses. In doing so she 
would probably be adorned in the red padded 
Tuffwear boxing pants and sweaty cropped grey 
vest (with the bottom of her boobs showing out 
the bottom) with which she adorns the cover of 
'Pull Up To The Bumper'. (A recent purchase of this 
record on eBay, for about £2.73 and replete with 
original pull-out poster, has made me the happiest 
of consumers.) 

In 1 998 Jones was banned from all Disney 
properties worldwide after baring her afore- 
mentioned bosom at a Walt Disney World Concert. 

Grace Jones' stripteases are to me the apogee 
of revolting femininity. The infamous scene in 
Richard Wenk's 1 986 film Vamp where, striped 
in visual artist Keith Haring's white body paint and 
wire bikini-armour, she dances around a chair which 
is similarly painted and shaped like a headless man, 
for example. Before revealing the bodypaint, she 
removes a long sleeved red dress in a series of 
moves that stitch the jerky and angular into the 
fluidity more standard of a stripper's dance: there's 
a mechanistic flick of the elbow, an animalistic 
scrunch of the shoulders as her head leers forward. 
And then she climbs onto the arms of the man-chair, 
stretches out her long body, and shakes. You can 
see the shiver of her thigh muscle. 

She strikes a couple more angular poses, then 
climbs onto the man-chair's shoulders, her groin 
where its face would be, arches her back, neck, 
sticks out her tongue, and shakes again, her bright 
red wig all aquiver. The audience in the strip scene 
is first stunned, then awed. 

At the turn of the Eighties, stylist/photographer/ 
future husband Jean-Paul Goude had helped 

Female sexuality as 
seethingly active 

transform the gay-scene club queen into a sharp- 
edged, androgynous global icon (the box haircut, 
the padded clothes, that unachievable pirouette in 
the Grace Jones statue on the cover of Island Life), 
but he didn't just crack the plastic to eke out 
muffled, exotic or impossible versions of woman. 
I like to suspect the visual trappings he added were 
inspired by an edge that was already there: the 
insatiable innuendoes of 1 980's speak-sung 'Nipple 
To The Bottle' and 1 981 's 'Pull Up To The Bumper', 
their repetitious, growling lust, and the snarl she 
makes at the camera in the video to the former 
(while clicking herfingers and splaying out her 
splendiferous bat-wing jacket); all are female 
sexuality as seethingly active. 

Jones' stylistic developments were accompanied 
by her musical forays from underground disco 
into new wave territories; perhaps this was a sign 
of an opportunism Goude has credited her with. 
The closest I can think of now to Jones are Peaches, 
Kelis (and who made her?) and Sugababes' 'Push 
The Button'. Of these, Peaches is the only one 
that fully throws off the mantles of receptivity and 
acceptable visuality; it depends, of course, on your 
preferences, but I'm sure we all have some idea of 
what the norms are. 

As a small child I remember being simultaneously 
scared and allured by a huge poster of the cover 
to Jones' 1 981 album Nightdubbing on my mum's 
study wall. Now I think what an awesome image 
she gave me to refer to. 
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when we meet 

Words: Louis Pattison and kicking_k 
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Omni 

A lot of rap 

thedancefl 

locked into macho immobility and general 

genital repression to do anything much 

more than rock their heads and spank a 

procession of phantom asses. Not a great 

look, frankly. Omnikrom, meanwhile, 

deliver neon crunk that bounces en Francais 

and sprinkle mysterious, probably dirty 

knowledge over the top like charismatic 

perverts.www.myspace.com/omnikrom 



David Gilmour Girls 

Pitch for world's most pretentious car advert, take 
one. Cape Canaveral, abandoned but pristine. 
Shaved naked man in foreground, miming a 
cigarette, camera at crotch level. Mid-tempo synth 
tones. Steady zoom toward launchpad, monolithic 
rocket wholly covered in obscene graffiti. Beats 
like perfectly regular geometric rain. Women in 
ABC suits are gathering and scattering, drawing 
tyre tracks in lipstick. Soft-centered notes totally rev. 
No logo. No info. No car. Oh yes. 
www.myspace.com/davidgilmourgirls 



Repeat-play substitute- 
girlfriends for an 
incalculable mass of 
effete agoraphobics 



Def lag Haemorrhage/Haien Kontra 

Whitehouse-inspired East Londoners crank up the 
halogen lamps and assault you with a vicious face- 
slapping of Linux laptop roar, shrieked invective 
and Dadaist cymbal scrapes. Their 2005 album 
Luxury featured a field recording from the inside of 
Huntingdon Life Sciences, as well as the occasional 
burst of electronic noise that instantly scoops a layer 
offtheeardrums.www.mattin.org/DHHK 

Ebony Eyez 

Downright crunkaholic. Last year's Seven Year Cycle 
may have owed much to Missy Elliott, but that's an 
influence to celebrate - and while most r'n'b divas 
avoid the weird science, Ebony's got the chutzpah 
to go toe-to-toe with the speaker blow. Like Khia 
before her, this is heavy filth to drown out the 
haters.www.myspace.com/ebonyeyez 





Gindrinker 

Vile tales of the gutter from a scuzz duo named 
in dubious homage to Sleep's doom hymn-to- 
marijuana Dopesmoker . Black metal guitar, 
mechanical drum machine stutter, the wet fart 
of a tin cornet and stream-of-consciousness 
monologues about murdering dogs and Bullseye 
presenter Jim Bowen. Oh, and a Sam Spade-style 
detective who comes upon a man "fucking a side 
of ham" . File next to: Throbbing Gristle, The Fall, 
ajarofmaggots.www.myspace.com/gindrinker 

Ignatz 

Lonely outsider blues that taps into the same fount 
of despair once plumbed by Malcolm Mooney or 
mid-Eighties Jandek. Ignatz is the pursuit of Brussels 
musician Bram Devens, whose folksy guitar motifs 
spark off on sudden, strange psychedelic tangents 
-visions of a rural otherworld glimpsed through an 
unblinking third eye, terrifying and mighty. 
www.myspace.com/ignazt 

Los Campesinos 

Sprightly vintage-clad cherubs from the mouldering 
indie discos of South Wales harness guitars, horns, 
violins, and glockenspiel in pursuit of the perfect 
ecstatic outsider choir a la The Decemberists, The 
Arcade Fire etal. 'It Started With A Mixx' is about 
romancing a girl with a C90 mixtape. 'You Me 
Dancing' is about cutting a rug at mouldering 
Cardiff indie disco Twisted By Design. You get the 
picture.www.myspace.com/loscampesinos 

Pandot 

Brother/sister amateurish/auteurish rural/bedroom 
act who engaged our antennae via a polite 
handwritten note before filling our icky hearts with 
songs that are all process, more instruments than 




Sally Shapiro 

The bloggers' latest collective crush is a shiny 
blonde wisp of processed happiness even 
when singing about an 'Anorak Christmas'. 
One imagines her open-hearted electro-lite 
pop songs will act as repeat-play substitute 
girlfriends for an incalculable mass of effete 
agoraphobics overthe coming months. 
Thank us when you're celebrating yr silicon 
anniversary.www.myspace.com/shapirosally 



band members scrapping like hormones for control 
of a (really) nervous system. Like, anti-prog goes pop 
or something, www.myspace.com/pandot 

Twisted Charm 

Brat-infested UK indie product. If they do sometimes 
shade into obvious shapes, there's usually a whole 
mess of squalling horns and disdainful falsetto on 
hand to make everything wrong-meaning-right 
again. The 'biog' section of their site is filled with 
a very informative guide to the career of Michael 
Bolton, www.twistedcharm.f2s.com 



The Square Root Of Evil 

About fucking time some* 



lo uurnu uown iuivi. bee nere lur nneieu 
vocal samples messily welded to what 
sounds like a supercomputer chuckling 
while crushing the milky bones of children 
in a store-big maw. One imagines that the 
rappers whose rappin' remains occasionally 
surfaced in percussive snippets might feel 
obliged to be a little sulky. 
www.myspace.com/thesquarerootofevil 



24 1 plan b 




Dressed Up for the Letdown 
by Richard Swift 



Album Out Now 

Includes the single 

'Kisses For The Misses' 
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guided tour: ballads of the book 

Words: Nicola Meighan 
Illustration: David Bailey 

Words and music come together 
north of the border 



" I've always thought there was quite a rock'n'roll 
energy in contemporary Scottish literature, and 
a 'literariness' in much Scottish music," raves dayglo 
word-slingerAlan Bissett- one of the country's 
most ebullient writing talents and producer of 
2007's best bedsit-pop anthem, 'The Rebel On 
His Own Tonight', in tandem with Arab Strap's 
melodic maverick Malcolm Middleton. 

A truly distinguished artistic accord that's as 
aurally divergent as it is lyrically august, Ballads Of 
The Book (Chemikal Underground) sees Scotland's 
finest writers, poets and musicians converge for 
a meteoric creative hoopla - wherein authors 
co-pen rock songs; and pop stars channel poetry. 
The outcome is a brand new body of work from 
the nation's sonic monarchs and literary glitterati: 
including Norman Blake with John Burnside; 
Idlewild with Edwin Morgan; Alasdair Roberts with 
Robin Robertson; Vashti Bunyan with Rodge Glass. 
The cast are also set to amass for an all-day wig-out 
at Glasgow Tramway on 29 April, as part of Triptych. 

" I think the project shows both the vibrancy of 
culture and the ways in which music and literature 
can interact," continues Bissett. "It's especially true 
of Scotland, since we have very strong storytelling 
and vernacular traditions - both of which lend 
themselves well to performance and beats. " 

" Roddy from Idlewild came into Chemikal 
one afternoon to talk about a poetry and music 
collaboration," elaborates Alun Woodward -label 
honcho and ex-Delgado -whose Lord Cut-Glass 
guise stars on the album alongside cultural kingpin 
Alasdair Gray. "He had about a dozen pairings and 
basically passed the project over saying we could 
involve whomever we wanted. On the whole, the 



musicians took control when the words were 
delivered and the next thing the poets heard was 
a finished song." 

James Yorkston and Bill Duncan - 

'A Calvinist Narrowly Avoids Pleasure' 

"Let me be at home with violent, maudlin oblivion. " 

Duncan: "I knew from the start that my words 
were going to be passed on to someone else, so 
I was completely open-minded about how and 
where they'd end up. 

"I'm primarily a prose writer, but I started 
off writing poetry and that's the best possible 
training: it demands close attention to the role 
of every single word and its relationship to those 
around it. In a lyric the words have to make an 
impact through the way they work with the music, 



'My composition 
would have been an 
unholy alliance of Ivor 
Cutler, Tom Waits and 
Michael Marra' 



usually on one hearing, and without being seen 
in print. A lyric has to grab attention in a more 
direct way." 

Yorkston: "When I read Bill's poem, it fitted 
well into an idea for a song I'd had - loosely based 
on Shane MacGowan's take on 'An Irish Airman 
Foresees His Death'. All I had to do was make sure 
I didn't ruin the lyric." 

Duncan: "I deliberately tried to avoid envisaging 
a musical setting, but, if anything, I probably 
had in mind something more austere than James' 
treatment, which is wonderfully hyperactive 
and manic. My composition would have been 
an unholy alliance of Ivor Cutler, Tom Waits and 
Michael Marra." 



Emma Pollock and Louise Welsh - 'Jesus 
On The Cross' 

"Jesus you're so wet, it's a crying shame. " 

Welsh: "The crucifix on the church opposite my 
flat inspired the words. It was raining and I thought, 
'Look at that poor man out there in nothing but his 
under-crackers'." 

Pollock (ex-Delgados): "I write the melody and 
music first, so I usually end up writing lyrics to fit a 
pre-determined phrasing, which I suppose can be a 
bit limiting. With this, however, I had existing lyrics, 
and it was really liberating. I felt that the words 
would suit something uptempo and dynamic." 

Welsh: "I had a tune in mind, actually, but my 
melody was a funereal hymn, a bit of a dirge. I went 
around the house singing it for a few days. I didn't 
share it with Emma, and a good thing too -what 
she came up with was far superior. " 

Sons And Daughters and AL Kennedy - 
'The War On Love Song' 

"There are details in your life that you just have 
to rearrange. " 

Kennedy: "The creative process was more like 
writing for theatre or TV - you leave the work open 
for someone else to take it on to the next stage. " 

Scott Paterson (Sons And Daughters): "Normally 
Dave, Ailidh and I work on the music, while Adele 
sits with her head in her notebook. So with the lyrics 
done it was the reverse of that: it wasn't so much 
a case of 'What words could fit this music' but, 
'What kind of music would fit this poem?'" 

Kennedy: "I had in mind something fairly rock, 
and the lyrics and level of aggression suggested 
something in Sons And Daughters' direction." 

Paterson: "The poem's pretty gritty so that 
naturally affected the sound. Everything from 
the key of the song, to the woozy slide guitar, 
cyclical bass-line and 'Riders On The Storm' Rhodes 
piano were put there to give the track a dreamy, 
nightmarish feel." 

Kennedy: "My mother says it sounds like me 
-how disturbing is that?" 

www.chemikal.co.uk 
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music that time forgot: 1997 

Words: David McNamee 

Illustration: Anke Weckmann 



When hairclips roamed the earth 



In 1 996, Bis, 'The first unsigned band to play Top Of 
The Pops', were unfeasibly young pop stars - aged 
between 1 7 and 1 9. They wrote fanzines and 
encouraged everyone who followed them to write 
their own zines and start their own bands. They 
invented their own 'movement': Teen-C, intended 
as a kind of youth-empowering manual for living. 
It mainly involved liking sweets, hairgrips and 
Japanese comics, and being, y'know, underground. 
Teen-C spawned one band: Dweeb. Dweeb looked 
and sounded identical 'to Bis- but were better- 
looking and less political. 

The movement's membership couldn't have 
numbered any more than the number of people 
who bought 'Catsuit City' by Kenickie (pressing: 
500), but practically a// of them were involved 
in its creation - in forming or putting on bands, 
in scrawling fanzines. All of those people were 
teenagers and the vast majority of them were girls. 

The scene lasted roughly between mid-1 996 
and mid-1 998. It existed, tangibly, in the overlap 
between three documented pseudo-scenes: Teen- 
C, Bratpop, and the nebulous 'Glitter Scene'. For the 
purposes of this article, I'm going to name it '1 997'. 

Bratpop saw NME lasso teenagers Symposium, 
Bis, Kenickie, Snug and Midget into what they 
perceived to be some kind of junior league Britpop. 
It was a crap name, and it was mostly crap music. 
The Glitter Scene existed almost solely in the badly- 
photocopied, glitter-sprinkled pages of fanzines like 
Abuse Yr Friends, R*E*P*E*A*Tar)d Quirk. More 
girls, more keyboards, more glamour. Its de facto 
leaders were Disco Pistol - an average band armed 
with all the bravado of a hurricane. The Glitter 
Scene's godhead were Kenickie, a band who 



-having already completed their A-levels- were 
practically geriatric. In the overlap of these three 
scenes, in 1 997, there was a flurry of seven-inchers 
and demos from bands that mostly never released 
anything else: Agebaby, Charlie's Angels, Cheetara, 
Disco, Disco Pistol, Gel, Girlfrendo, Helen Love, 
Mogul, Period Pains, Pink Kross, Velodrome 2000, 
VyVyan and Xerox Girls -to name a few. 

1 997's grandmothers were two Plumstead 
schoolgirls called Jacqui and Carrie. They wrote 
a Manic Street Preachers fanzine, Last Exit, and 
infamously lezzed up in the video for 'Little Baby 
Nothing'. In 1 993, Bob Stanley released a record 
they made. Shampoo made up brilliant songs about 
bunking off school and being bored, invented 'girl 
power' and became - inevitably- massive in Japan. 
Shampoo were the antithesis of the authenticity- 



This was the last stand 
of fanzines, before 
the internet made 
everything faster 
and better but more 
far away 



prizing boyrock known as Britpop, and they were 
absolutely amazing. 

What 1 997 represented was a do-it-yourself pop 
music. It sounded shambolic and lo-fi because any 
music sounds shambolic when you've only been 
playing for a few months. Period Pains were fucking 
1 3 ! The only music they knew was Kenickie and Bis 
and the songs their mates made up. 

Period Pains snarled about wanting a pony, 
hating The Spice Girls and giving 1 7-year-old boys 
blowjobs in the park; Xerox Girls sang about their 
stupid trendy mates turning into goths ("Fuck off 
back to the Slimelight with your stupid, ugly lank 
of piss boyfriend you poxy little CUNT"); Cheetara 



covered Kenickie's 'Come Out 2Nite' -the most 
heartbreaking song about going out and getting 
pissed with your mates ever, because, as Simon Price 
commented, it was like the end scene from Grease 
when they're all singing but you know now school's 
over they're never gonna see each other again. 

1 997 ended in mid-1 998, for a whole bunch 
of reasons. Disco Pistol got signed and disappeared. 
Charlie'sAngelswere lured away by Malcolm 
McLaren, with 'big plans' that never materialised. 
Spice Girls svengali Simon Fuller cribbed the 1 997 
style, snapping up a school-age Dudley band who 
he launched as 21 st Century Girls. The briefly 
untouchable Period Pains put out a loathsome, 
homophobic rant called 'Ex-Boyfriend', which 
completely crushed their 'punk' credibility. 
Lifelong best mates Kenickie split acrimoniously 
into two. Perhaps the biggest dividing factor, 
though, was simply university. The 1 980 kids 
made new friends, and started growing up. 

In 2007, 1 years later, we're grown up and 
we've got jobs. 1 997 left no discernable legacy. 
There are traces of it. Help She Can't Swim are 
totally a 1997 band grown up and got really fucking 
angry, and Kieron Gillen's Phonogram comic is an 
unashamed loveletterto 1997. 

This was the last stand of fanzines, before the 
internet made everything faster and better but 
more far away. It wasn't important to anyone, 
except a lonely 1 6-year-old boy in the North of 
England, and the network of 499 other kids who 
wrote fanzines, started nights, formed bands - 
whose flyers and zines would literally explode on 
my mum's doormat every week cos they were filled 
to bursting with glitter hearts'n'stars. 

It's hard to summarise how exciting that felt 
when you're 26. But this anonymous band ad 
I found in the sleevenotes to the And The Rest Is 
History compilation, 1 997's Nuggets, says it all: 

"Guitar and bassist needed. Teenagers 
only. Influences: Bis, Pistols, Kenickie, 1997, 
excitement, speed, boredom, sex and revolutions. 
0171 4852078." 

Bis are reforming this month. I'll see you there. 
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ADULT Photography: Nicola Kuperus 



the beginning 

What was yr first band/crew? Name 
and musical style? Line-up and age? 

" I formed my first group when I was 1 4. We were 
called 4/29 (the actual date of the LA riots in the early 
Nineties) and did a cheesy brand of pseudo-conscious 
rap. There were three of us, including my Korean friend, 
Billy. This was our unique spin on the status quo of hip 
hop at the time." 
(Busdriver) 

" My first band was called The Choir Boys. We didn't 
know there was another band by that name in 
England. . .It was my brother Justin on drums, myself 
on guitar and singing, and the two other kids our age 
from church, Eric and Bob, on guitar and bass. We 
made up three or four songs and got to play them 
at a youth conference dance one summer. We were 
between 1 4 and 1 6 years old and we probably 
sounded like a bunch of Mormon farmers trying to 
sound like U2. It was 1 984. Those first songs I wrote 
back then were similar to how I write now - simple, 
cyclical, cynical, juvenile." 
(Alan Sparhawk, Low) 

"A punk band called Problem Society. It was 1 985 and 
I was 1 5. 1 played bass guitar. We never had a release, 
but we did get a review in Maximum Rocknrolland 
thought that was really cool. After that, I was in four 
other bands in high school. I got into electronics in art 
college so I could make music in my own time. I started 
my own record label in 1 995 called Ersatz Audio and 
released my solo project Artificial Material and then 
also my band previous to ADULT called Le CAR." 
(Adam Lee Miller, ADULT) 

" My first band: Abortions On Toast. It was a theoretical 
skate-punk band formed in '86. We never played 
a show, or practised for that matter, but I felt we were 
a band. First band I played a show with was Eleventh 
Hour. I played guitar. I can't remember the other chaps. 
It was like 1 990 or something. It was very Depeche 
Mode-sounding but, having just come from Abortions 
On Toast, the band moved in a slightly more aggressive 
and noisy direction. It only lasted around six to eight 
months. I've really only been in one other significant 
band: Popesmashers." 
(Nic Offer, !!!) 

What would be yr dream side-project? 

" Both of us dream of the same side project: it would 
involve no computers or that kind of shit because it 
is always a pain in the ass - then again, are people's 
problems or electronic problems worse? " 
(Nicola Kuperus, ADULT) 

" It changes all the time. Make a dancehall record 
with Timbaland. Perform 'Afro-Finger' and 'Gel' 
in its entirety with Mu and Maurice Fulton. Play 
in Spoon." 
(Nic Offer, !!!) 




remote viewer: Iceland 

Words: Joe Shooman 
Illustration: Keith Greiman 



The Vikings always rated poetry and creativity as 
marks of the most glorious warrior: sword in one 
hand, a quill in the other, and a sharp, aggressive 
intelligence fizzing in-between. 

Iceland is a tremendously old -and new- 
country. Its population of under a quarter of a 
million scatters itself round the coasts, mostly in 
Reykjavik, and a huge number of them are in bands. 



Bands here are as 
diverse and 
unpredictable as 
the country itself 



Bands here are as diverse and unpredictable 
as the country. Sugarcubes co-founder Sigtyggur 
Baldursson has moved onto Steintryggur, whose 
dark jazz soundscapes have density and depth; 
Jakobinarina, of Hafnarfjordur, have stepped 
into the 'Cubes breach of breezy and adept pop. 
Amid the drunkenness and the devilry of the new, 
experimental/folk/world festival Rites Of Spring, 
Plan B catches an act called Storsveit Nix Noltes - 
Icelanders breathlessly playing traditional Bulgarian 
folksongs, so heavy they're almost death metal. 
Nix Noltes, as many others do, release their records 
through the legendary 1 2 Tonar; a record shop of 
two levels, a gathering place for inciting seditious 
ideas, a musical haven halfway up a hill which 
has Leif Eriksson standing watch at the top of the 
city, gazing toward Vinland; the discoverer of a 



continent 600 years before Vespucci and Columbus. 
Had the Vikings settled permanently in America, 
their sons and daughters would be gorged on art 
and community rather than hamburgers. 

But Eriksson's sons and daughters remained 
in Iceland; cut off from the crusades and the raging 
wars in Europe, ignored by the new Americans, the 
language remaining as pure as the snap of frost 
on the streets. Downtown Reykjavik is a hospitable 
place to be, and the music is plentiful. It bursts out 
of rapidly closed doors as music fans flit from venue 
to venue in the annual Iceland Airwaves festival. 
Here, the five-piece oddity of the Apparat Organ 
Quartet, spacey and dancey, co-founded by Johann 
Johannsson, whose expressive solo electronica is 
sparse and splendid and sounds a little like Sigur 
Ros; there, Mr Silla And Mongoose, an ethereal 
duo who met at the Icelandic Academy Of Arts 
and proceeded to put together resonant, emotive 
modern classics of cracked guitar and laptop 
drones. Mr Silla (who is a Miss) vocalises on top. 
Doctor Spock are a messy mash-up of Queen, 
Motorhead, yellow pervert-Marigolds and the 
hefty, mental metal of their gifted self-destructive 
contemporaries, Minus, if not quite as frantic 
as politi-core brothers I Adapt. There are 
performances in record shops, clothes stores - 
anywhere an amp can be squeezed in . Smekkleysa, 
the record shop and label founded by Sugarcubes 
20 years ago, provides warmth, poetry books and 
modern sagas for all who care to drop by. 

Everywhere a Macbook and a poet; a hipflask 
full of hope to guard against the creeping sense of 
desolation and a sadness f leetingly felt. There's too 
much to explore, too much for the senses to make 
sense of, too many new shades of emotion and 
mystery to take in. Iceland, and Reykjavik, and the 
people and musicians, are contradictory, wonderful, 
viciously embracing the purple past, the possibilities 
of the future. 

And the hot dogs rock harder than any we've 
ever had. Seriously. Never mind all this music 
bollocks, it's worth the flight just for that little 
booth by the docks. 
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"Busdriver could well be 

heavily responsible for the 

positive proliferation of 

indie rap . . .treads where 

most wouldn't dare" 




JEfoaoHiU Overcoat 



^driver's most ambitious yet infectiously catchy effort to da 
Produced by L.A.'s own beat champion DJ NOBODY and 
multi-instrumentalist/programming whiz, BOOM-BIP. 
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Few artists are blessed with the unselfconscious 
understanding of their own muse as Chicago's sex-glam 
genius-thing Bobby Conn. "There's a lot of climax on this 
record," explains Bobby, "And a lot of dried jism." 

Conn's right. Last time we had his recorded company, 
we were in the company of his Glass Gypsies with 2004's 
The Homeland, which at the time seemed the truest 
response to the post-9/1 1 first-term triumphalism of 
NeoCons - his very own Modest Proposition which 
seemed to believe that by merely restating whatThey 
believed in the strongest possible terms with lashings 
of sarcasm, it'd somehow annihilate them. 

" The Homelandwas my response to the shiny, 
superficial posturing of our current leadership here in the 
USA," explains Bobby, "We specialise in slick, polished 
hypocrisy. It was an era of confident, aggressive lies 
appealing to market-researched morality, consumer 
Christianity and silicone breast implants." 

Faux-Republican rock to destroy Republicans, 
essentially. Since then, the rose of the American Right is 
reduced to withered petals, its celebration hollow and 
increasingly desperate - fruit folding in itself, forming on 
rotting nightmarish orifices. So appropriately, when The 
Homeland dripped contempt, King For A Dayjust. . . drips. 

"The new record is much murkier and confused, 
because most of that fagade of 'winning' has eroded 
away in the three years since I wrote The Homeland," 
Bobby says. "And as I see Bobby Conn as the 'Conscience 
of America', the theme this time is regret tempered by 
frequent masturbation." 

So we flip again, from Thanatos to the dirty Eros in a 



blowjobbing whores of 2001 's Golden Age. "Sex is both 
more interesting and easier than politics," Bobby notes, 
" I didn't say more important. But the idea of another 
directly topical record about the war and our corrupt 
leadership seemed like a bummer. Making a record 
about sex, self-pity and abnegation was much more fun." 

Aside from sex and decay and all the sort of good stuff 
that leaves itches good and bad, King For A Day hits in 
three ways. Firstly, all the sex stories are true stories. Not 
autobiographic true, but a rendering of the mental detritus 
that got picked up over the last few years. Secondly, it has 
that filmic structure which unfolds and links individual 
pieces together - where Homelandwas sharp and brutal, 
this unfolds orgiastically. So between the two, the whole 
album feels something akin to a late night experimental 
documentary about Hard Fucking in the years 2004-2007. 

This aspect is only stressed by Conn's comrade in arms 
Usama Alshaibi directing a full-length film to accompany 
the record. "It's a guerrilla movie production with an 
ancient, blurry, $80 video camera," Conn rants. "It's 
about what's happening when the camera is on, not 
what we want to happen. And I hate to say it, but the 
process of making the movie is a metaphor for the album." 

The third key aspect of King For A Day is that it is 
obviously fucking funny. Something like 'Punch The Sky', 
leading into a quasi-Scientologist affair song, almost made 
me sneeze out a lung. ( "Isn't it weird we know so much 
about dinosaurs. . . this is explained by what? By- what 
- a bunch of bones in the ground?. . . Maybe we know 
about dinosaurs. . . because some of us. . . are 70 million 
years old"). Conn objects, of course. "No one has ever 
taken me seriously," he sighs, " and it is a great blessing 
to be able to say exactly what I think without catching any 
guilt from it. Is 'Punch The Sky' really a parody? Have you 
seen any Scientology literature? It looks like a real estate 
brochure for vacation timeshare condominiums on the 
Mars Colony. L Ron Hubbard's words of wisdom are as 
inspirational as an accounting manual. I'm just copying 
them as best I can." 

So, after making an album that attaches to your 
affections less by being catchy than being sticky, where 
exactly is Bobby Conn's head in 2006? 

"I'm off in the clouds using binoculars to examine 
the gutter," he ejaculates, "I'm leaning into the abyss. 
I'm freaking out, man. It's freezing cold and my ears are 
ringing. I'm trying to figure out if I'm horny. I'll be back in 
a minute, excuse me." 

www.bobbyconn.com 
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by royal appointment 

Words: Kieron Gillen 



Chicago's former antichrist Bobby 
Conn proclaims himself King For A 
Day - free sex and Scientology 
guaranteed for all loyal subjects 
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about sex, self-pity 
and abnegation was 
much more fun' 
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raw sunrise 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

Photography: Nathan Martin 

Can schizoid Seattle noisemongers Blood Brothers find time to enjoy life's simple pleasures in-between towering 
melodic demolitions? Amplifier says 'yes' 



I need to listen to Blood Brothers. To write this 
feature, I need them in my earphones, to thrash 
away at the scattered patterns of the words on the 
page. But it's a Catch-22. 1 press play on Young 
Machetes, the skeletal sharp-boned boys' latest 
conception, and the spectre of loose hardcore is 
already rattling at my door, rearing its new art- 
punk-ish head and hurling daggers at my laptop 
screen. Its incisors are gnawing at my knuckles as 
feeble fingers try to touch-type and miss the keys. 
I press play, to figure out what I should write here, 
and as soon as the kickdrum pounces, I have to 
stop writing before I've even begun. Boom. 

You cannot think to this music. You cannot work 
through it, or talk over it. You must move to, step 
to, jump through this music. Burn out with it. Crash 
your car to it. It attacks -touche! -with a high- 
wired noise garb; that is, cataclysmic Casio keys and 
climbing vocals; the sound of the smell of burning 
forests in the Amazon; the sound of the sight of 
deserted Seattle tower-blocks occupied by New 
Age mentalist hippies. Quick! Hurdle the noise! 

Instead I listen to Sonic Youth. Then 
Rachmaninoff. Old things, 'cause new is confusion. 

Let's talk confused Dada rebels, then. Let's talk 
Miro's slashed canvasses. Let's talk destruction. 
Destroy the sound you created. Destroy the mark 
you left. 

Is this why, in every Blood Brothers song, the 
one melodic part (I was going to say harmonious, 
but harmony implies convergence between two or 
more elements, right?) is swathed in screams and 
feedback, pulsing in and out of one earphone like 
a bluebottle battling for life? Is this why moral clarity 
(veganism, pedagogy, pacifism) is sped through 



'I was coughing up 
blood for the last half 
of a show, but it 
wasn't that big a deal' 



violent imagery, of wombs miscarried and jaws 
clamped and claws racking at Burroughs and 
Bulgakov's The Master And Margarita? Why 
affection is, "Camouflaged in a jungle of erections"? 
Why anger at six years of Bush's reign is allied into 
one simple political stance: DANCE!? 

I'm listening to them now. 

So, Blood Brothers have come a long way. You'd 
hope so - they started this band as five 1 6 year-olds, 
"an abrasive, somewhat snotty" lot, (their words, 
not mine). They've always appreciated the sonic 
possibilities of the LOUD. Since their first four 
albums of thrash grindcore chaos that could scare, 
deafen, or pass by unnoticed, they've progressively 
minimised certain elements, added instrumental 
sections ("That was a first! " -Jordan Blilie, vocals), 
allowing for lull before, or after, the storm. Where 
2004 's Crimes (V2) began to temper the hurricane 
of whiplashed guitar, Young Machetes continues 
into new weird danceable territory. 

According to the band, 'Streetwars/Exotic 
Foxholes' - the track on Young Machetes that best 
tugs this ruckus into stretched, then condensed 
shapes - is a quiet song. But quietness is relative: 
to the 1 3 preceding tracks of immense, intense - 
yeah huge- rock stratagem. 'Streetwars' begins 



with a street-stalking bass stomp, an ass-swinging 
drum thump, then vocals swing in to derail my 
previous words against harmony, (there's a three- 
part in there). It could, I guess, be deemed quiet, in 
that it fades out with a Hammond-esque keyboard 
part for, like, two more minutes. But that's just the 
outro. Generally, it rocks. And loudly. 

Still listening. 

A Blood Brothers show, meanwhile, is where 
blood vessels are, quite literally, burst: "I was 
coughing up blood for the last half of a show," 
Jordan warns, "but it wasn't that big a deal; I think 
it looked more dramatic than it actually was. " Hell, 
the vocalist probably took his hyena cackle home 
right afterwards, "To cook, rent movies, and take 
care of plants" with his girlfriend: "Real high octane 
stuff" . A Blood Brother cannot be manic for all of his 
time, you know. He must leave space for girl-group 
pop over breakfast, and Nick Cave before bedtime. 

A Blood Brothers show, meanwhile, is our 
society's equivalent to. . .public hanging, or cock- 
fighting, or contortionists - an outlet to the 
carnivalesque and grotesque, a reminder that 
This Is Life, and it is messy. So it is that we return 
to the safe comfort of YouTube, and videos of the 
band entangled in electric cords, paper flames and 
pink lasers. 

Destroy the words on the page, the record in 
the sleeve, the picture in the wall of your mind that 
screams, "Let me out of this psychotic angstpit" 
some way into the third track of Young Machetes 
during the bus ride home. Destroy the tinnitus ring 
of your eardrums the next morning. 

You need to listen to Blood Brothers. 

www.thebloodbrothers.com 
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Forever On 

GD/LP/Download 
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WTvw.Tiiyspace^com/thedraytones 
www. 1 965records. com 












■ ■ -jff r T -k L ■ 








■^ ' '••' 






a 



RECORDS WWVv'.SU 



.COIM! 



■■ ■ 

■ 



LOW 



DRUMS AND GUNS 






1 1 

1 * 


iPl 


1 


uitea 




*l ■ \ 


& *A 


\ 


£ 


■ + , " , ' ■ 

, ' + H ",■■■!■ 


i 


5i 



■ 



LOW Drums and Guns Out April 2. 



SUB 



P«0<F 



■■■■<:,:' ■V-^:.r1;.-M» J .W^a.Mai !■■■■■ <v rru.J,.^^^ 



... .. - . - , 



C^-v^M? 



How London's brightest boy wizard Patrick Wolf 

banished hisangstand assumed The Magic Position 



A/ords: Lauren Strain 
D hotoqraphy: Alice Rosenbaum 
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patrick wolf 



It starts with drums. A booming, bubbling avalanche 
of drums rolling down into violin tides. You take a 
long, low breath as the double bass grabs and bites, 
pulling you eye-to-eye with the day in kaleidoscope 
vision: "So magical, all you can keep inside; if you 
bury it deep, no one can find a thing, " the singer 
begins, dropping to an enraptured whisper, eyes 
twinkling with promise; forthere'll be no hiding, 
no more harbouring the seeds of doubt and dread 
in hearts and minds this time. 'Overture', the 
opening piece of fire-haired multi-virtuoso Patrick 
Wolf's new creation, The Magic Position, is a carillon 
of pealing thunder, a thrilling ripple, a mission 
statement, a victory punch with butterflies in its 
young belly. 

It's the sound of bloodstreams against eardrums 
when you make a decision that alters destiny; it's 
the gulp, the adrenaline, the fresh but happy fear, 
the electrifying swell. It's obligatory listening here 
on a frosted, creaking morning, when every beat 
becomes the keys slammed into the door, a stride 
towards the freezing sun, right boot, left boot; it's 
walking out of the house like you're walking off 
a cliff in a brilliant, solar fanfare of a new beginning. 

power of three 

"When I was 1 7 or 1 8 1 was running away from 
a lot in my life and was quite a sad person, " reflects 
Patrick Wolf, gazing into the past above the table. 
" I was able to get so much negative energy out 
of my system by making the first two records. " 
Indeed, 2003's debut, Lycanthropy, was stuffed 
with schizophonic city whirrs, while two years later, 
on Wind In The Wires, Wolf conjured spectres of 
seashores and paeans to isolation. 

"It's like going to counselling for three years. 
I just reached a point where, when touring the 
second record, I had conquered so many demons. 
Even though I was going onstage singing dark 
and depressing songs every night, I was living a very 
exuberant and joyful life," he smiles, flickering with 
memories. " I wanted to make an album that was 
like a day out at the funfair; you go on one ride 
that makes you really happy, then you go through 
the haunted house and that makes you a bit scared, 
another ride makes you feel sick and another makes 
you want to hug your friend. The other records 
existed in quite a bleak narrative; Wind In The 
Wires was set in the winter, out of season, down 
in storms. This next record is like a summer day. 
Emotionally, I wanted to give people that. " 

But. You're suspicious of change. Your pale 
waif-wolf of crackling spirits and broken radio 
signals is now bounding around in royal blue silks 
and dinosaur trousers, sparkles smeared across 
his body, jewels in his smile; and you're distinctly. . . 
m/77/T7pp/ffaboutitall. But why? What's wrong with 
these illuminated octaves, these major key dances? 

"I think the thing is- the shock is -that it's 
different subject matter, " Patrick decides for me. 
"I look back on my first two records and it's all 
very solitary -Lycanthropy, especially, is one boy's 
experience; it's just, 'This is what I've done today'. 
On the second, people start to creep in but it's still 
very much from one perspective. This third came at 
a point where I was living with someone -we shared 
a bed for two years -and a lot of relationships, a lot 
of fun, came into my life. But, like, fun without any 
remorse or sorrow. 

" It sounds such a cliche, but I felt like I was 
sitting on a carousel - deep in love and deep in 
so many great friendships that I wanted to share 
with the world." 

"This is the third chapter of my book, in a way, 
and I would be disappointed if people lost interest 
around this stage, just because I'd be disappointed 
in people's inability to accept happiness into their 
lives," he frowns. "I've always thought that was 
exciting for people, to grow up with an artist. But 
when I did those photos you see on Lycanthropy" - 



Wolf as a ragamuffin vagabond in leaf-patched 
velveteens, clutching a wooden hoop in blustering 
London back-alleys-"! was just 17; there's a child 
there. It's very strange to have that as your picture 
of Dorian Gray, and quite stifling to have that icon. 
I get annoyed when people say, 'Oh, he'll never do 
one as good as the first record'; it's like going to 
MacaulayCulkin, 'Home Alone was your greatest 
movie and you'll never do anything else'. To ask 
me to stay like that 1 7-year-old child, it's obscene. 

"So when I start to sing about sexual things 
and darker things, hopefully, as I explore, people 
will come on that adventure with me. But a lot 
don't want to. I don't think we're used to musicians 
anymore that give about 200 different emotions 
rather than just one, y'know? I've always been 
interested in the other, unseen parts of being 
a human. 

"lean understand feeling comfortable with 
my music because it's helped you, or because it 
appeals to your melancholy side, but I would be 
disappointed if those people can't, every now and 
again, put on a smile, goon a fairground ride and 
embrace the bright lights. 'Cause I'm sure by the 
fourth record I'll be back to being depressing ! " 
he giggles, mouth full of duck. 



gems, horrors and wonders of ordinary journeys 
with an Angela Carteresque magic realism. 

"I'm not very good with literary terms," 
he hesitates, fork warily wandering across plate, 
"which is why I stick to music, I think. My friends 
take the piss out of me 'cause I can't articulate 
anything. When I speak I end up making noises, 
like 'I've had a very CCCSSS5HHHHHHH [makes 
paddling movements with palms] kind of day.' 
I'm quite a stupid person, really! " 

Which is, essentially, trash; he may have left 
school quick sharp, but what does that matter when 
his rain-ridden Cornwall landscapes and Technicolor 
visions speak so deeply to people that they'll 
willingly fly from Canada to sit beneath the Union 
Chapel's Christmas arches on a shivering December 
night in London, before the 23-year-old hero who 
paints their lives into fairylit tales of experience? 

"When I find out where people have come from, 
I start to feel like it matters. That's why I spent two 
albums practically outside of England, playing to six 
people in Detroit and 20 in Sweden. That's where 
I feel like I'm doing myjob, anywhere I can spread 
an emotion. I'd like to do a schools tour and one 
of factories. . .those are the things inside me; more 
important than playing the Barfly, definitely." 



'I wanted to make an album that was 
like a day out at the funfair' 



a boy like me 

Before settling to cosy pub lunching, we meet 
beneath drizzled skies outside Argos, which is 
The Most Bizarre Way Ever to greet the minstrel 
whose laptop thuds, mystical folk howls and giddy 
handclaps have provided a musical safety net on 
many occasions. Their creator canters from the 
shopping centre with a mop of red atop a beaming 
face, clad in woolly oranges and talismans. He's 
a dizzying firework amid drab Shepherd's Bush 
and the visual equivalent of The Magic Position's 
exhilaration, bottled up and then exploded. 

"When I was younger I remember walking down 
Tottenham Court Road, and I just thought there had 
to be more to life than this drudgery of traffic, angry 
people and beige. I got a bit upset with the world at 
that moment; it could be so much more fantastic! 
My 16-year-old brain was going, 'Why aren't there 
giraffes in the street, and elephants?' And if the day 
is really dark, then why don't people dress up and 
look beautiful? I decided I wanted to live my life 
full of great possibility, travelling and fantastic 
instruments - what I called 'magic' at that time - 
a life I would look back on and be really proud to 
share with others. 'Magic' is never a subject matter 
forme, it's just my aesthetic, y'know? I didn't wanna 
write, 'I lorrve youuuu, you lorrve meeee' - that 
lazy kind of rubbish. 

"So I'd go to all the esoteric bookshops and read 
up on the pyramids and the riddle of the Sphinx, 
gypsy magic and pagan magic. It was never like 
I was looking for religion, at all; I was just looking 
for more metaphors and things that have been 
forgotten about. I don't mean it in an 'I walk around 
with a wand and a cape' way - well, I have worn 
capes many times! But there's this idea of magic in 
lots of philosophy books where it's the power of the 
will. Someone walks into this bar," he nods at the 
door, "that you fall in love with; and rather than sit 
here thinking, 'I'll never be with that person', you 
go and you make things happen." 

That's what's so beguiling about Wolf; he 
glimpses the normal and paranormal, spots spells 
and astonishments in everyday life, scurries out the 



Recently signed to Polydor, he's casting his 
ambitious fevers further. "I can make big, exciting 
things now!" he sparkles. "I've always wanted it 
to be for everyone. Even when I was printing up 
500 copies of my first EP, I still thought it could be for 
someone who works at an off-license or somebody 
who rides horses. I wanted that emotion without 
intellect. That sounds pretentious, doesn't it? But 
just, a power of emotion that could link 700 classes 
and races. I will go to the grave swearing by that. " 

get enchanted 

Perhaps this is why many songs from The Magic 
Position - concocted in his mind instead of at 
the piano or ukulele - are, in some ways, even 
more affecting; not the bouncy, la-di-dah affairs 
detractors claim to hear. They're the culmination 





^y 




- 


tffitift 




-^ * 


Vhbw 


* \ _ ^L 






r 


Hjjjfl 




* plan b 1 37 


i 




'I want to present Jackanory. Or 
Animal Park with Ben Fogle' 



of adolescent struggles, of lonely bonfire rockets 
scouring the skies throughout 'Bluebells', the 
bewitching curse of 'Augustine' and the outright, 
carefree flurry of the title track. They represent 
a very organic flowering. 

" Most composers are taught first of all to write 
in their head," he explains. "So you write a melody 
and leave it, like putting it into incubation, and it 
naturally grows into something else." Listening 
to The Magic Position, you can sense this. It's as 
though the former records are capsules from the 
past; build-ups of secluded, screaming hunger, 
bursting across its coming-of-age canvas to bring 
his loves and their subjects closer together in one 
urgent moment of now. When Wolf's sister Jo Apps 
or his childhood soulmate Bishi step towards the 
seated assembly at his Union Chapel concert, their 
shattering harmonies are tangible. 

"All these people; you build up wordless ways of 
working with each other," he agrees. "Me and Bishi 
didn't do a rehearsal, I sent her the song ['Magpie', 
with Bishi singing Marianne Faithfull's role] that 
morning; she listened for half an hour, we ran it over 
on the organ backstage and then went out. It's like 
when you see a friend you haven't seen for seven 
years; you almost don't need to catch up, just sit 



in silence. We've known each other since we 
were 11.1 used to live down in Clapham and 
she lived over the river; we were penfriends for 
a year because she had very strict Indian parents. 
We met through the penpal section of Select 
magazine. We had no real friends at school, really, 
and were obsessed with music; we kind of fell in 
love. Well, we did\ She was my first love and we 
were side by side with each other for our whole 
teenage years, partners in crime. She's like my 
musical sister. 

"With a musician you trust, you know each 
other inside out. I don't need to talk to my violinist, 
Victoria, about what needs to be done; I just play. 
That's the most exciting thing about music; you 
get to speak in a totally different language. It's 
unhuman-no, no, it's very human, but it's... 
extraordinary! It's supernatural." 

don't say no 

From the fractured electricity and crushed angel's 
cries of 'Teignmouth' refracting through frozen 
bedroom window-panes to the triumphant, floodlit 
blare of 'Bloodbeat' heard in an emerald green 
Scala last Halloween, through the buzz and purr 
of headphones buried deep in the new album's 



incandescent merry-go-round, this language of 
Wolf's is growing. A changeling career is cued to 
blossom. "I want to present Jackanory one day, 
I really do!" he laughs shyly. "Or Animal Park with 
Ben Fogle. I will make music until the day I die, but 
I have a feeling I'll be 45 and get a bit tired of the 
schedule, so I'll go present a safari show on BBC 1 . " 

For the giraffes? 

"Exactly! For the giraffes." 

Patrick Wolf, then. An elfin wizard of myriad 
strings, chords and chorals; a prodigious Pied Piper 
following his star and a sweet, sweet boy drinking 
cider with blackcurrant, bestowing an awful lot 
of hope upon an awful lot of people. 

"There's one song called 'Godrevy Point' 
[a B-side to 'Wind In The Wires'] which is my 
favourite I've written," he resolves. "It was my 
breakthrough as a human being, putting my past 
finally, finally behind me. All my suffering just... 
disappeared - it was really odd, the day I describe in 
that song. For some reason, that's the message that 
I want to leave behind with people. Whatever that 
complicated emotion is, that feeling of succumbing, 
of surpassing your limitations and any wrong that 
you feel has been done to you - you get over that, 
and you just be; just exist, and be happy. " 
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Grinderman: a challenging 
new drama in six scenes that 
explores in unflinching detail 
the complex relations between 
men, women and beards. 
Starring Nick Cave, Warren 
Ellis, Martyn Casey, Jim 
Sclavunos and Miss AMP. 
Contains adult material 

Words: Miss AMP 
Photography: Steve Gullick 




There's this man I know. Wears trackpants from 
Adidas that he got at Tacky Maxx. When he leans 
forward you can see his asscrack. He's got these 
biceps that he's kind of proud of, even though he 
ain't exactly toned. He's just... brute. He's a bit... 
rapey. Calm down feminists, I don't mean he's 
a rap I ST. Not even consensually. Oh wait, kinda 
consensually, but, can't rape the willing, know 
what I'm saying? (Winks; thrusts groin forward.) 
Oh yeah, I forgot to say. That man? He's me. 

Manmarie emerges when I've been working 
from home far too long. When I've been writing 
and writing and only emerging from my lovely 
flat-cocoon to go to the gym. Manmarie scorns 
housework, feeling it beneath him. He's doing 
something bigger, better, more lasting - he's 
WRITING THINGS, and there could be no higher 
art. Manmarie takes selfishness to new heights, 
and, furthermore, this is sanctioned by those around 
him, for Manmarie is also the household's highest 
wage-earner, drawing ridiculous sums for the 
design and editing of corporate websites when 
he so chooses. Manmarie's got it made. 

Manmarie's music taste is extremely dubious. 
Manmarie likes Too $hort( "Came in one night, I was 
buzzin '/Bitch tried to front me for fuckin ' her cousin/ 



She started yellin', man, the bitch got raw/I took one 
step back and went straight to her jaw") and Necro. 
Manmarie generally finds that rap and booty bass 
fulfill all his musical requirements, butto his surprise 
he has of late found a record that could be seen to 
fall into the category of indie rock to be greatly to 
his taste: the eponymous album by a band called 
Grinderman, specifically the track 'No Pussy Blues'. 
Not that Manmarie has ever suffered from the 'No 
Pussy Blues' - Manmarie's unique situation means 
that he has unlimited access to the thing - but 
there is a certain quality to the song that Manmarie 
finds extremely appealing; for the song perfectly 
encapsulates a state of aggressive sexual desire 
that Manmarie has learned to call 'rapiness'. 

'No Pussy Blues' is sung by a fearsomely hoary 
dude who is getting a bit rapey on the ass of some 
unnamed young lady-a young lady who, no matter 
what old dude tries to do, simply will not put out. 
Whattabitch! The man lists the tricks he uses to 
attempt to inveigle his way into the lady's pants, 
from the romantic (reading her Eliot and Yeats, 
sending flowers) and the practical (sucking in his 
tummy, changing his sheets, mending her squeaky 
gate) to the forthright and aggressive (throwing her 
onto her back, calling her "my little ho"), etc. The 



song builds to a big swollen-testicled musical climax 
as sheets of layered violin and guitar noise wail 
and squall and the singer vents his frustration in 
staccato squawks and yelps of WHOA! and DAMN ! , 
reiterating again and again that he has the No Pussy 
Blues, a situation which by the looks of things ain't 
about to change any time soon. Poor Grinderman ! 

Manmarie also enjoys the song's video, which 
features the grizzled folks of Grinderman playing 
a set at a hot houseparty where the lithe and lissom 
dancing teens pair off and disappear to various 
bedrooms to remove their clothing and do sexes 
on each other, intercut with scenes of various wild 
animals tussling and biting and fucking in that 
f reakydeaky SM-tastic way they have. HAWT And, 
being as the singer in Grinderman is Mr Nick Cave 
out of The Birthday Party and The Bad Seeds aka 
the Dark Lord Of Goth Who Is Also Totes Sexual and 
Gets All The Chicks Like Kylie and PJ Harvey etc, it 
really is quite a performance, with Cave howling 
like a preacherman as his bandmates (Warren Ellis 
of The Dirty Three, Jim Sclavunos of The Cramps, 
Teenage Jesus And The Jerks and Sonic Youth, 
and Martyn Casey of The Triff ids, all of whom 
have also played in The Bad Seeds) rock out in the 
background. Furthermore, the whole album, while 
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being excellently noisy and rock'n'roll and other 
such things which make pale and wimpy 
alternaboys fantasise about having the ability to 
grow beards and the balls to burn stuff just for the 
fun of watching it melt, is also deliberately funny, 
with the Murder Balladeer Of Evil/Happily Married 
Father Living in Hove referencing such apocalyptic 
topics as Gardener's Question Time, Woman's Hour 
and internet searches in a display of self-deprecation 
as endearing as it is self-aware. 

"Grinderman," says one blogger, "ismusicfor 
men." "It's the Lilith Fair of cocks! " pronounces 
another. Clearly an interview is in order: time for 
Manmarie to get some quality time with some of his 
role models. In the week leading up to the interview, 
every time I mention that I will be meeting Nick Cave 
everyone gets this kind of worried for me expression 
on their face, but I am not intimidated. I carefully 
examine the elegantly written song-by-song 
analysis of the album which accompanies the promo 
copies of Grinderman - written with its tongue 
so far in its cheek as to make a visible bulge like 
something a young lady's face might sport on the 
pornographic website facialabuse.com, combining 
pseudo-intellectual hyperbole and self-deprecation 
into a document that is as unsettling for the 
journalist as it is illuminating. Hah! Grinderman 
cannot unsettle me. I am Miss AMP. I am Manmarie. 
Nothing fazes Manmarie: he fearlessly seeks truth 
as a fist seeks something to fuck, before returning 
home to transcribe and inscribe said truth in slabs of 
prose as meaty and nutritious as prime rump steak. 

And then I met Grinderman. 



NICK CAVE: Hair's always been very important to 

me. I've always been obsessed with hair, in fact, 

right from the very beginning. And three-quarters 

of this band are losing their hair, and - 

PAUSE 

-What's this for? 

AMP: Plan B magazine. 

NICK CAVE: Ah! Everett True's magazine. Oh, poor 

you! 

AMP: Why? 

NICK CAVE: Because you work for Everett. 

AMP: He's alright! He's nice. 

NICK CAVE: I saw Everett play in Brighton, recently, 

as The Legend ! Me and Shane MacGowan went 

along. It was one of the most entertaining gigs 

I've ever seen. Up there with Nina Simone. 

WARREN ELLIS (to Nick): Bob Dylan? 

NICK CAVE: Yeah ! Up there with Bob Dylan. We had 

a really good time. Me and Shane actually danced. 

It's very difficult to dance to Everett True. But we 

managed it. 

As Nick Cave chats I take a moment to survey my 
interviewees. Warren Ellis's beard is out of control; 
Martyn Casey's hair is almost frighten ingly luxuriant- 
Jim Sclavunos's expression makes him seem far 
more kindly than anyone who used to hang out 
with Lydia Lunch is entitled to be; and Nick Cave's 
moustache is ridiculous but kind of cool. And then, 
as the thumping in my ribs slows turns from a gallop 
into a canter, and with the eyes of all four men upon 
me, I realise that Manmarie has deserted me, and 
lam there, alone, possessed by an unfamiliar 
sensation that can only be described as fear. 



'Do you think you can just come in 
here and start saying all these things? 
Saying we're old and we're having 

a midlife Crisis?' -Warren Ellis 



SCENE ONE: A SMALL ROOM ABOVE A PUB 

WARREN ELLIS LIES PRONE ON A CHESTERFIELD 
COUCH, LOOKING LIKE A TRICKSY WIZARD. JIM 
SCLAVUNOSAND MARTYN CASEY SIT SIDE BY SIDE 
ON ANOTHER SOFA SIPPING HERBAL TEA. NICK 
CAVE IS SETTLED DEEP INTO A GREEN LEATHER 
ARMCHAIR. HIS LEGS ARE LIKE TINY PIPE CLEANERS 
AND, LIKE ALL ULTRA-FAMOUS PEOPLE, HE 
RESEMBLES AN ESCAPED MADAME TUSSAUD'S 
WAXWORK OF HIMSELF RATHER THAN AN 
ACTUAL HUMAN BEING. 

ENTER: MISS AMP. AMP IS FIVE MINUTES LATE 
AND COMPLETELY OUT OF BREATH BECAUSE SHE 
HAS RUN ALL THE WAY FROM THE STATION IN 
HIGH HEELS. SHE LACKS HER USUAL POISE AND 
IS JUMBLING ALL HER WORDS TOGETHER IN AN 
ATTEMPT TO MAKE UP FOR LOST TIME. 

INTRODUCTIONS ARE MADE. 

NICK CAVE BRANDISHES A THIN CIGARILLO FROM 
HIS BREAST POCKET. 

MISS AMP BRANDISHES THE SONG-BY-SONG 
ANALYSIS. 

AMP: This track-by-track analysis. . .1 was wondering 

who wrote it? 

NICK CAVE: We all did. Together. 

AMP: Because there are a great many references to 

hair- "...from the black hole in his shovel-shaped 

beard", "his beard like an inverted burka", "...says 

Cave, from beneath all his hair", "...Ellis has a lot 

of hair on the top of his head " - and it seems as 

though hair holds a certain significance for you. 
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SCENE TWO: SAME ROOM 

NICK CAVE: Anyway. You were talking about hair. 

UNCOMFORTABLE PAUSE 

AMP: Well. Look. I was going to talk about (glances 

at notes): Hair loss/crisis of masculinity/male 

menopause. This is the kind of theme I was hoping 

to expand upon. But we can hurry it up because 

because because I was a bit late and . . . 

NICK CAVE: You think this is a midlife crisis album? 

AMP (speaking very quickly): Well . .. 'No Pussy 

Blues' opens "My face is finished, my body is gone"; 

and I read one review suggesting that Grinderman 

intend to "put the ID into midlife crisis", while 

a blog called The Impostune suggested the album 

was, "A horribly public midlife crisis, Cave trying 

to prove that he can still thrash around in the beer 

dregs and scream the blood vessels in his eyeballs 

black as good as any young pretender" . . . 

WARREN ELLIS (laconic): Ah, blogs. I have heard 

about these new-fangled notions. 

NICK CAVE: You seem nervous. What's the question 

here - are we having a mid-life crisis? We're happy 

to answer questions about that but. . . look, let's start 

again. Calm down. How are you? How old are you? 

AMP: (whispers) 

NICK CAVE (sipping herbal tea): You're a baby. 

That's not old. 

AMP: It is. In the indie rock world. 

NICKCAVE:lsthatyourworld? 

AMP: Yes. It is all toes-turned in, youth-worshipping, 

juvenile. It is girls in Sixties dresses and hairslides. It is 

boys with badges and plastic toy instruments. It is 

no place for a grown-up. I'm trying to get away. 







Grinderman (l-r): Martyn Casey, 
Jim Sclavunos, Warren Ellis, Nick Cave 
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NICK CAVE: I never found that. 
AMP: Is that because you were a goth? 
REST OF BAND: (shocked laughter) 
NICK CAVE: What? How exactly is that different? 
AMP: It's a different aesthetic, I think; different 
aspirations. They're both outside the mainstream 
but I think indie is obsessed with naivety, tweeness 
and juvenility in a way that goth culture isn't. 
NICK CAVE: I think these kinds of categorisations 
are ridiculous. I remember when Everett interviewed 
me for his old magazine in 2003, what was it- 
AMP: Careless Talk Costs Lives? 
NICK CAVE: Yeah, and he wanted to put me on 
the cover, and apparently he had to spend ages 
and ages attempting to justify it because I was 
"too famous" to go on the cover. Too famous? 
What does that mean? Does that mean my work 
is no longer valid simply because I've achieved 
a certain level of notoriety? 

NICK CAVE RAISES AN IMPERVIOUS EYEBROW 
AND FLICKS HIS CIGARILLO INTO THE ASHTRAY. 
HE SMOOTHS THE BUTTONS ON HIS WAISTCOAT 
AND CROSSES HIS LEGS AT THE KNEE. 

NICK CAVE: Anyway. Ask us another question. 

AMP: OK. Another enthused blogger described 

Grinderman as 'the Lilith Fair of cocks' - 

WARREN ELLIS: What's Lilith Fair? 

AMP: It's an American women-only festival billed as 

"A celebration of women in music". And they have 

lots of acoustic guitar music and it's become a bit of 

a buzzword for worthy, unhip feminism. 

JIM SCLAVUNOS: A Lilith Fair of cocks would be 

kind of interesting. I wonder what kind of activities 



but your album raises certain issues and deals with 
certain themes. . .questions around masculinity and 
sexual desire and aging... and I don't see why we 
can't have a discussion around that. 
NICK CAVE: These are the best questions we've 
had all day. This is the most interesting interview. 
WARREN ELLIS: Bust out the champagne. . . 
NICK CAVE: (to Warren) We've done, what, 1 
interviews so far today? (Warren shrugs.) And 
people just come in and they're like (Nick rubs 
his hands together and puts on a silly voice, 
impersonating a lazy journalist), "So, Nick. 
Grinderman, eh? Why Grinderman?" And I start 
to answer and I'm bored and I can see the rest of 
the band is bored, and everyone is just glazing over. 
But you - (points at AMP with teaspoon) - you've 
listened to the record and thought about it and 
there are things you want to discuss. Good for you. 

SCENE THREE: INTERIOR MONOLOGUE 

What I want to say (but can 't because this is the 
first time in my entire so-called writing career that 
I have interviewed a group of males older than me 
-/prefer writing about females and/or solo artists, 
not gangs of men on the whole - and it is freaking 
me out) is: I want to examine the image of men 
that your record puts forward. I want to analyse 
constructions of masculinity -the virile, youthful 
rock'n'roll hero; the happily married man at peace 
with his former self; the male past the mid-point 
of his life, gazing regretfully at all he no longer has 
access to; pondering the physical marks of time 
upon his body; contemplating his place in the world 
now that women have changed so drastically since 
the Sixties. . . I want to examine images ofmaleness, 



'I do find myself becoming more 
invisible as I get older, invisible to 
women. That's kind of hard' -Nick cave 



you might have. . .a kind of Manfest. . . 

AMP (grins excitably): Exactly! That was going to 

be my next question... If Grinderman were to 

programme a music festival for menfolk in their 

middle years, what kind of workshops and bands 

mightyou put on? 

WARREN ELLIS (muttering): Another blogger. What, 

did you just google 'People Saying Horrible Things 

About Grinderman' before you came in here today? 

JIM SCLAVUNOS LOOKS AT AMP IN AN AMUSED 
AND GENTLE FASHION. 

WARREN ELLIS (sits up from his prone position on 
the couch): I mean, do you think you can just come 
in here and start saying all these things? Saying 
we're old and we're having a midlife crisis? Just 
coming in and asking all these rude questions? 

AMP KNOCKS A GLASS OF WATER OVER HER 
NOTEBOOK. JIM SCLAVUNOS LOOKS AT HER 
WITH A FATHERLY EXPRESSION ON HIS FACE. 
AMP LOOKS AS THOUGH SHE MIGHT CRY. 

AMP (muttering sulkily): Yes. 

NICK CAVE SUMMONS WAITER AND ORDERS 
MORE WATER. WAITER MOPS UP SPILLAGE. AMP 
TAKES A DEEP BREATH AND TURNS TO WARREN 
ELLIS WITH A DEFIANT LOOK ON HER FACE. 

AMP: Yes. Sorry. I do think I can do that. Most 
people I interview don't mind it at all. In fact, 
they like it. And I don't mean to be rude or insulting 
justforthesakeof it. I'm not having a go at you, 



to treat men as 'other', which is how I experience 
them anyway, though mass culture does not. 

I want to turn around the question that has so 
often been asked of female musicians, I want to ask: 
"What's it like being a man in rock? What's it like 
being an older man in rock? What's it like?" To 
examine men not as the norm, but as oddities. But 
I bailed. I bailed because I'm scared of men. I bailed 
because I defer to men. I bailed because I hate men. 

SCENE FOUR: SAME ROOM 

AM P (in small flat voice as one resigned to her fate): 
So, you recorded the album in a short space of time. 
WARREN ELLIS (on autopilot, but seemingly 
relieved): It was brief, yeah, five days, but it was 
intense. And those songs had been kicking around 
for a while, and we've all been playing together for 
a long time, so it's not as though . . . 
AMP GLANCES AT MARTYN CASEY. HIS EYES ARE 
STARING FIXEDLY AT A POINT ON THE CEILING. 
AMP: Are you looking forward to playing ATP? 
WARREN ELLIS: Well, obviously we've been playing 
together a really long time, though the emphasis is 
slightly different because Nick is on guitar now - 
NICK CAVE (interrupting, sounding aggrieved): 
I preferred your other questions! 
AMP: Sorry. I've gone into default mode because 
I'm nervous and because, no offence, but I don't 
actually ever get to speak to older men in real life 
because I don't have to deal with them and my 
boyfriends are usually loads younger than me. 
NICK CAVE: Don't be nervous. We didn't really think 
you were being rude before. Actually, the rudest 
journalist I ever had, ever. . .he was English, of 
course, the British music press are so strange. He 



staggered into the room, 1 5 minutes late, with 
a Bloody Mary in each hand. Then he stood in front 
of me and spat into the ashtray. I had to conduct 
the entire interview with this... oyster glimmering up 
at me. It was disgusting. 
AMP: Why are the British music press strange? 
NICK CAVE: They always seem to think you're trying 
to trick them in some way. They assume that you're 
taking the piss, so they try to do it pre-emptively. 
AMP: In what way is the British music press different 
to the music press in other countries? 
NICK CAVE (rolling his eyes): Well, we don't know, 
because it's not written in English... 
AMP (rolling her eyes EVEN MORE): The English- 
speaking countries, obviously. 
NICK CAVE: The American music press is completely 
deferential. And the Australian music press. . .Well, 
there isn't really one to speak of. It's not worth 
discussing the Australian music press. Come on. 
Let's have some more of your other questions. 
AMP: OK. Do you believe in, or have you 
experienced, the concept of the 'male menopause'? 
ENTIRE BAND: The what??? 
AMP: Well, obviously, it's not actually a 'menopause' 
because that literally means your periods stop. 
But it's been suggested that men go through an 
equivalent process to the female menopause, called 
the andropause, that's accompanied by symptoms 
similar to those experienced by women. 
WARREN ELLIS: I think I'm having a hot flash right 
now . . .What are these symptoms, then? When 
do women normally have the menopause? 
AMP: Well, it varies -generally at some point 
between 45 and 55. And the symptoms of the male 
menopause are (picks up notes, shakes water off 
them, squints at them, reads aloud): "Common 
complaints as men reach middle age are poor sex 
drive, tiredness and fatigue, acknowledgement of 
ageing, hair loss and changes in body shape as they 
become less muscular and more rounded." 
ENTIRE BAND: Hmmm... 

NICK CAVE: Are those specifically hormone-related 
though? Or are they just psychological changes? 
AMP: Well, they're not sure at this stage, but they 
think it could be to do with falling testosterone 
levels, yes. And if it is, then you could take HRT 
NICKCAVE: Which is... 

AMP: Hormone replacement therapy. So, urn, how 
have you experienced things changing as you get 
older? Do you still get the same thrill from playing 
live as you once did? 

NICK CAVE: It's different. When I was younger 
I thought. . .I thought I could change the world. 
I thought I was going to change it, with every gig. 
AMP: And now? 

NICK CAVE: Now I'm just. . . part of the world. 
AMP: Do you think that the aging process is tougher 
on men or on women? 
NICK CAVE: Women. Though I do find myself 
becoming more invisible as I get older, invisible to 
women. That's kind of hard. 
JIM SCLAVUNOS: Women definitely. I mean, men 
get thinning hair and thicker waists but then they 
can compensate with money, power, and so on, and 
women will be attracted to them because of that. 

SCENE FIVE: INTERIOR MONOLOGUE 

What I want to say. Are you sure though? Leaving 
aside the whole having babies thing, and talking 
purely aesthetics: when I look at older men - present 
company excepted, for you're all elegant and 
wasted and pickled in drugs and rock 'n 'roll and 
wrapped in fine tailoring - they seem like. . . alien 
creatures who bear no resemblance whatsoever 
to the pointy-hipped lithe boythings in their late 
teens and early twenties. Women just tend to look 
like grown-up little girls, like adult versions of 
themselves. Older men, though, are like a whole 
other species. And I'm capable of earning my own 
money, so the fact that the balding fat-bellied things 
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can earn just about the same as me isn 't really an 
inducement to overlook certain inadequacies. . . 
But who would talk like this in front of four 
strangers - four strange MEN, one of whom is mildly 
hostile, one silent, one friendly, and one The Dark 
Lord Of Rock' N' Roll? 

SCENE SIX: SAME ROOM. THE SUN IS 
STARTING TO SET 

NICK CAVE: So, do you like our album? 
AMP: Yes. 

NICK CAVE: No. I mean, do you really like our album? 
AMP: Well, 'No Pussy Blues' is my favourite. I like 
it because it's kind of. . . rapey. You can feel the 
thwarted desire dripping off the song. I like the 
video as well, the way you're staring at all these 
snogging teenagers with a mixture of lust and 
contempt. Do you feel we're presented with too 
many idealised images of sex in our culture? 
JIM SCLAVUNOS: It's not even idealised images of 
sex. . .it's images of bad sex as well, like watching 



celebrities ineptly get together on Celebrity Love 
Island. It's omnipresent. The character in the song 
is tortured by what he can't have - literally, in terms 
of the sex he's not getting, but also, in a broader 
sense, because he can't manage to get this thing 
that, according to ads and the films, everyone else 
achieves so easily. It's about impotence, really. . . 
AMP: Poor man. The gap between the televisual 
representations of sex and the reality is so massive 
though, isn't it? Have you noticed the hand thing? 
Like in every film where people are fucking, they'll 
show their hands clasping the sheets, and then 
interlocking? Who ever does that? 
NICK CAVE: My toes curl! 
WARREN ELLIS: What? 

NICK CAVE: When I have an orgasm, my toes curl. 
PR ENTERS ROOM IN TIME TO CATCH THE LAST 
SENTENCE. SHE LOOKS SU PRISED. 
PR: I'm afraid we're going to have to wrap things up. 
WARREN ELLIS: So, say hi to Everett from me, OK? 
Is he still thinking of moving to Australia? 



AMP: I don'tthink he is anymore. 

WARREN ELLIS: Good. Because one of the scariest 

things I ever saw was Everett in Australia. . . He was 

wearing these brightly coloured beach shorts and 

this dreadful shirt and these thong flip-flops, man, 

and it was just horrible. So tell him to stay here. 

AMP (su prised Warren Ellis is finally being nice): 

I will. He's grown a beard too now, you know. 

WARREN ELLIS: Does it look good? 

AMP: Yeah, it kind of does! 

WARREN ELLIS: You see, that's what you have to do 

when you get to our age. You grow hair on your 

chin because you're losing it on top. (He pulls back 

his shock of long hair, revealing a receding hairline): 

It's the only way we can compensate! 

PR: OK, come on now AMP. That's your lot. 

AMP: OK. Bye Grinderman! 

GRINDERMAN: Bye AMP! 

EXIT PR. EXIT AMP. 
CURTAIN. 
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What do you get if you cross The Wombles with The Specials, and Joe Meek with He-Man? 
Fuck knows, but it might sound a bit like Mi sty's Big Adventure... 



chapter one: 

night time better than the day time 

Imagine a gimp dressed in blue overalls, with scores 
of hands hanging loose, dancing free and spraying 
sweat over the front five rows. Music blares out: 
everyone steps up to the microphone. Those who 
can't reach, don't bother, and crack up laughing. 
Meaty, chunky ska rhythms pummel the happy 
crowd's feet into movement. Grandmaster Gareth 
reaches down into his holdall, plucks out a cigarette 
and a hand-whisk, smiles and drawls laconically 
about love, night fever, biscuit tins and Turkish 
head recycling plants. His eight-piece band erupts. 

Little jazz breaks (cue trumpet, cue cutlery) 
fizzle and burst. Now we're talking tribal. Now 
we're talking brass refrains worthy of The Specials. 
Now we're talking Playschool, a dog that infuriates 
its master. . .or is it the other way round? Happy- 
sad smart lyrics jostle for attention with the 
keyboard-player furiously engaged in tying her 
shoelace to avoid cracking up. Now we're talking, 
BonzoDogDooDahSeventiesmomentumSunRa- 
toyarkestraSeven tiesswingskabea tdismalcold- 
eveningsmagicmomentsofgladnesspsychedelics- 
plendourthejoyoflifeMadnesswithoutthepain- 
thejoyoffuckinglife - and capital letters. Lots 
and lots of Sesame Street capital letters, dotted 
around tunes that swing, wantonly. 

This isn't something that could hail from 
London, no matter how many overpriced retro 
culture markets musicians frequent. Misty's are 
the Midlands equivalent of Joe Meek tuning upfor 
his New World, a smattering of The United States 
Of America thrown into a Looney Tunes anvil fest, 
The Beatles duking it out with Shooby Taylor The 
Human Horn for the rights to the true heart of 
The White Album'... 

C'mon ! Bring on those little singing squirts from 
Willy Wonka! We'll have ourselves a fucking balll 

(Plan B, Issue 3) 

chapter two: the black hole 

Let's start here. Being in Misty's, your threshold for 
criticism is quite high... 

"It's a love and hate thing," smiles Gareth. 
All day long I've been skittering back and forth 
between my basement and kitchen, dragging out 
one more tune to play to Gareth and his companion, 
saxophonist Lucy Baines. Nothing is too offbeat: 
sax-bled fury from late Seventies punk icons The 
Cravats, Mark E Smith reading the football results 
from The Topography Of Chance, The Flying Lizards' 
deadpan deconstruction of Ken Dodd's Tears', 
block singing from Sacred Harp choristers, 
I, Ludicrous down the pub. . . 

We've been talking music for hours: Outsider 
artists, a fascination for Gareth and Lucy alongside 
Krautrock, children's music and Sixties pop and the 
continuing yuppiefication of modern society. The 
pair disappears occasionally to drag on a cigarette. 
Tea and coffee are drunk, copiously. Damn, it's late. 
Shouldn't we start the interview soon? 



"Some people can't see past the novelty 
aspect," the singer continues. "There's a part of 
methatjustwantsto make people laugh. Being 
grumpy, but finding the fun in grumpy. I can't get 
my head around these bands that do this miserable, 
dark stuff, night after night, like The Editors. How 
can you stay like that? It's not real, is it? There's 
misery and there's wallowing. " 

You could draw parallels between Misty's Big 
Adventure and TV Personalities. Both bands have 
a real bleakness at their core, but like to indulge 
themselves in the odd joke. Misty's finally received 
radio airplay for a parody, last autumn's 'Fashion 
Parade', a number that ripped the piss out of Franz 
Ferdinand over a jagged, terse 'post-punk' beat. 
The centre section (a cautionary tale detailing the 
evil machinations behind FF's rise to power) featured 
Noddy Holder as narrator. My colleagues in the 
Plan B office hate it. Even I was thrown a little when 
confronted with its cheeky countenance, before 
being overwhelmed by its infectious chutzpah. 
Also, the video is great. 

"The trouble is," Gareth admits, "people like 
Andy Kaufman have always influenced me: I like 
annoying people, if it's the right people. " 

How do you know they're the right people? Is it 



this sort of music anymore. Don't they know how 
indie bands are supposed to behave?" 

"You end up doing the indie circuit," Gareth 
explains, "even though I've never considered us 
that way. We're not a jazz band. We're not an indie 
band. . .where do we fit in?" 

Butyou've made a totally indie single, 'Fashion 
Parade'... 

"The way I've always written is that whatever 
I'm into comes out in my songs," Gareth replies. 
"And at that particular point in time. . . " 

You were mainlining Franz Ferdinand. 

"This was it," the singer laughs. "We realised 
we never needed to listen to anything else ever 
again. No, we were watching MTV and 'Do You 
Wanna' came on, and we were like, 'God, this is 
smug', and started singing, lots of money/Lots 
and lots of money' over the top. I had this theory 
that they never listen to lyrics at Radio One, so if 
they got a record that sounded like all their other 
records they'd just go, 'Oh, we'll play that one' 
-but it didn't happen!" 

"Topshop TV picked up on it," corrects Lucy. 

chapter three: the story of love 

Here's what the forthcoming Misty's Big Adventure 



'I read somewhere that we're the 
opposite of Sonic Youth' 



self-fulfilling? 

"Urn," Gareth laughs, stung. "Here's an 
example: Sun Ra would blast the audience with 
noise until people left, and the ones that stayed 
he'd suddenly start playing proper tunes for. . The 
best story about Sun Ra is when, towards the end 
of his life, he collapsed and got taken into hospital. 
The doctor asked him what his name was and he 
said, 'Sun Ra'. And he said, 'OK, where are you 
from?' 'Saturn.' So he rang up the neurology 
department; 'We've got a live one here'. But the 
brain expert was a jazz fan and he said, 'No. His 
name is Sun Ra and he is from Saturn'. " 

I'm surprised Misty's aren't better-known - past 
a certain level of NME fame, outside London most 
kids don't appreciate bands that are too cool. Now, 
Misty's may be many things (lucid, inspirational, 
wildly danceable, eccentric, niggling) but you're 
most certainly not cool. No offence and all that. 

"None taken," smiles Lucy. 

" I read somewhere that we're the opposite of 
Sonic Youth," retorts Gareth. 

When I heard your first seven-inch, 2002's 'Cool 
With A Capital "C", I rememberthinking, "Are 
these guys for real? This is ska - straight ska with a 
swinging brass section. No one, but no one, makes 



album, Funny Times, sounds like. Sadness and holes 
in the stratosphere: dancing round on stage with a 
trilby and a trombone, singing off-mic to transposed 
Bernard Klibon cartoons: bluebeat B-sides and 
a generation grown up mourning to the strains 
of 'Ghost Town': deserted shopping malls and 
a computer flickering wearily at night: kangaroos: 
that bit in The Wizard Of Oz where Dorothy opens 
the door into Munchkinland and you wonder how 
you ever considered life to be drab: the corridor in 
Bedazzled: human anti-depressants and 99p plastic 
helicopters and malfunctioning vacuum cleaners: 
EC Segar's Thimble Theatre. 

Of course, no, itdoesn'tsounc/likeanyof 
these. It hovers in the vicinity, somewhere near or 
thereabouts. Jeez, it's not like Misty's Big Adventure 
even have a record label right now; but the album 
exists. Trust me. It exists. 

"There was this guy Julian at my school, three 
years older," says Gareth. "He wanted to form 
a band and he got me in on bass and our drummer 
Sam [Samuel Minnear] on drums. That went on 
forayear-wewerelikea punky-popband, but 
I was trying to get my songs in. He left, but I kept 
the name. It was originally Misty's Big Adventure In 
The Snow [similar to The Cranberries' original name 
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misty's big adventure 



l-r (front row): Grandmaster Gareth (voice), 
Jon Kedge (guitar), Lucy Bassett (keyboards), 
Matt Jones (bass), Lucy Baines (saxophone) 
Hannah Baines (trumpet), Sam Minnear 
(drums), (back row) Erotic Volvo (dance) 
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-The Cranberry Saw Us]. So I got my brother in on 
bass, and this girl I was at college with on keyboard 
[Lucy Bassett], and over two or three years, I got 
more people in: just friends." 

"We were all very young when we joined," 
comments Lucy. 

"Lucy and Hannah [Baines -they're twins], the 
brass players, were 1 5," clarifies Gareth. "I was 1 5 
when I started. We've been going for 1 1 years. But 
there was never any ego. When people joined it was 
always on the proviso that I would write the parts 
and they'd play them." 

Misty's Big Adventure have previously released 
two albums - 2004's riotous . . .And Their Place In 
The Solar Hi Fi System, and 2005's The Black Hole 
- plus a handful of singles, notably 'Hey Man', 'The 
Story Of Love' and 'NightTime...';alsoa brace of 
tour CDs and finger-puppets, especially 2003's 
excel lent Allsorts which mutated into the rather 
unbelievable Grumpy Fun and contained my 
favourite Misty's song, 'Smothered In Love', which 
is a free-falling free-jazz love-fest. Gareth writes 
the songs, arranges the brass parts. . .and has also 
released two (possibly three) albums of "minute 
melodies" (30 songs apiece), An Introduction To. . . 
and The Party Sounds Of.... 

As John Peel rightly once stated, this man is the 
new God. 

"When I made my first 'minute melodies' 
album we only did 200 copies," recalls Gareth, 
"but John Peel got one, and being amazing, played 
1 7 tracks from it over a couple of weeks, and gave 
me a Peel Session. Having that was just like being 
told to keep going." 

You have to believe in gods for them to exist. 
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chapter four: the wising up song 

"When I was 1 4 1 wrote Julian Cope a fan letter, " 
reveals the singer, "and he sent me a big parcel full 
of Krautrock records. I got into Faust and Can and 
Neu ! because of that. The Faust Tapes is the best 
album ever made, but no one agrees with me. It 
was the inspiration for Misty's. Uwe Nettelbeck, 
who produced it, had this idea that you were 
walking through a rehearsal studio and opening 
a door and having a listen, then opening anothe 
door - and in every room there was a different band, 
and it kept changing. That for me is perfect, because 
I've got such a short attention span. " 

It seems Misty's are a pop band. 

"It is a mixture of The Beatles and Faust," Gareth 
states, before correcting himself, "a substandard 
version of The Beatles and Faust." 

I really love your brass section, but it's not cool to 
have brass nowadays. 

"Especially the saxophone," grimaces Lucy. 

Lydia Lunch swears by the saxophone: she 
reckons it's a more versatile, feral and sexual 
instrument than the electric guitar. The saxophone 
ruled the roost up to, and including, the dawn of 
rock'n'roll, and it was only in the early Sixties the 
electric guitar took hold. I love those Forties/Fifties 
swing and jive records -there's so much energy 
blasting out from the grooves. 

The reason the sax is not considered cool in pop 
is the sole fault of two late Seventies singles - Gerry 
Rafferty's 'Baker Street' and Hazel O'Connor's 'Will 
You?'. They gave its credibility such a pounding it 
still hasn't recovered; this, despite the fact some 
of the finest punk records of that era were made 
by X-Ray Spex, Teenage Jesus and Essential Logic. 
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"If you listen to [John Coltrane collaborator] 
Pharaoh Sanders," comments Gareth, "that's more 
punk than punk. I love saxophones in Thirties jazz 
made by people like Raymond Scott, who does 
this screwy cartoon music that got used in Looney 
Tunes. Faust had a great sax! " 

"And still when people see you unpacking 
a saxophone before a gig they think it's not going 
to be their kind of thing," sighs Lucy. 

chapter five: 

never stops never rests never sleeps 

OK. I'm going to give you some topics to talk about. 
Some will have relevance to how I think Misty's 
sound; some won't. The first one is your very own 
dancing monster, the man in the thick blue suit and 
face-paint covered with hands, the one and only. . . 

"Our dancer, Erotic Volvo, has had many forms," 
states Lucy. "He started in a similar suit that my 
mum made for a kids' play. A few gigs in, my dad 
accidentally put the costume out for the bin-men 
- so we went through a series of lame costumes, 
each with their own personality, until we had to 
re-do the suit again because we missed the hands 
and the way they danced. " 

"People write it off as being like Bez," Gareth 
sighs. "But there is a lot of comedy and ideas behind 
what he does. He's the sole reason we can get so 
many people dancing at our gigs. I've seen people 
dancing to the really fast, scary jazz one, 'Never 
Stops, Never Rests', like nothing I've ever seen ! " 

It's probably because they're trying to escape 
being swamped in Erotic Volvo's perspiration. You 
have to move fast if you're in a front row at a Misty's 
Big Adventure concert. 



chapter six: smothered in love 

Here's what else Misty's remind me of. 

Paving stones and pastry cutters and the fish 
tank in the corner of Fitzherbert's: Douglas Adams 
and a thousand lonely indie kids clutching BMX 
Bandits' 12-inchers to their flowered hearts: early 
Dexys Midnight Runners and 1 980-period The 
Residents filtered through a warehouse of Fisher- 
Price keyboards: the cemeteries in Liverpool and 
Leeds and King's Heath, Birmingham: cramped van 
rides that break down on the M 1 five miles outside 
London: girl group nightclub Da Doo Ron Ron and 
dance parties in Olympia and grooving on red wine 
and cheap air till five am: endless hours spent alone 
with a Space Invaders machine: the absurd beauty 
of Herman Dune. 

There's a naivety at the heart of a Misty's song 
- as cynical and loveable and catchy as it may be - 
that reminds me of the great lost hopes of Outsider 
Music, all-girl trio The Shaggs' ramshackle pop and 
The Space Lady's unfettered enthusiasm. It's like, 
despite all his protestations to the contrary - 'Evil', 
the desperately sad 'My Home Is No Longer My 
Home', 'I Killed The Neighbours' - Gareth believes 
there's an inviolate goodness at the heart of 
humanity. Well, all humanity except George W Bush 
-as Gareth sang on Misty's recent tour, "All things 
bright and beautiful/All creatures great and small/ 
All things wise and wonderful/George Bush will kill 
them all". 

"I got into Outsider Music in 2001 by chance," 
reveals Gareth, "because [author/producer] Irwin 
Chusid had put out these lounge albums I liked — 
Space Age Pop - and I saw his name on the back of 
Songs In The Key Of Z. The first time I listened to it I 



'I like annoying 
people, if it's the 
right people' 




couldn't work out what was going on, but the 
second time I was like. . .yeah. It's the most inspiring 
stuff I've heard forever, apart from Faust. It's got 
the same kind of ethos, because it makes no sense. 
There's no self-awareness to it, which is often the 
problem in music. It's good to be able to switch off 
and letyourmind go." 

A lot of art is the hunt for naivety. 

"Yeah," the singer agrees. "It's that Picasso 
thing and the kids." 

There's an argument to be made for children 
making the best music. . . 

"I'd go for that." 

chapter seven: i can't bring the time back 

Topic number five: ska. No one takes ska seriously 
now, not since that spate of horrendous post-Rancid 
ska-punk bands that filtered through every youth 
club and bedroom in the country, but once. . .twice 
even, ska was the holy grail, the llama's pyjamas, 
music to live and die for. 

"Ska gets ingrained with you through Madness 
because you hear them on the radio when you're a 
kid," states Gareth, "and when you get older you 
realise there's also The Specials. Just the sound and 
the energy and the recordings. . . " 

"Being from the Midlands, it's something we 
take a pride in," adds Lucy. 

But ska isn't just about The Specials. . . 

"Through listening to early ska I got into 
[Jamaican saxophonist] Tommy McCook," reveals 
Gareth. " He's like the Duke Ellington of reggae for 
me, the arranging and harmonies he comes out 
with on the brass and the spaces in his dubs -that's 
a big influence." 



chapter eight: 

the really rubbish super heroes 

"When I was four I believed He-Man was real," 
Gareth laughs. 

Don't ask me how we got on to this topic. I think 
all three of us were raving about children's music - 
not the spate of recent albums put together by well- 
meaning hipsters who've just discovered the joys of 
parenthood, but Derek Griffiths and Roy Castle and 
Mike Batt (Mud, The Wombles). 

"Whenever I had an argument with my parents 
I'd go and see He-Man," he continues. "It's so safe; 
why would you want to leave that? It's like they say 
that eating custard takes you back to the womb. 
That stayed with me in the music. I've got this album 
called Kid Power, an early Seventies cartoon made 
by a load of hippies. It's got this song 'Real World' 
- it goes, 'What is the real world made of/Things 
to be afraid of /So why don 't we get together I And 
make it a brand new world?' As I've got older I've 
become a cynical bastard, but I can put albums 
like that on and remember what it was like to be 
a kid. That's why I like Raymond Scott and The 
Wombles - they make a lot of effort. The amount 
of care and detail that goes into that music is so 
important because it's kids' minds before they 
get brainwashed." 

Isn'tthatthe brainwashing? 

"Well, yeah - but in a good way. " 

chapter nine: two brains 

Topic number seven: genius arranger and producer 
Joe Meek. Surely, no explanation needed? Misty's 
Big Adventure are shot through with lessons learnt 
at the hands of the Sixties mixing desk wizard. 



"I like the fact Joe Meek took it all home, he 
didn't feed the system," says Gareth. "It annoys 
me that the only thing written about him now is 
how he shot himself and killed his landlady, and 
that he was gay. I've got over 20 CDs of his stuff, 
and they've all got over 30 songs on - but even 
though he was churning them out, every song has 
something special, a sound or an idea. I love delays 
and reverbs, and this wishy-wash sound." 

"He did Margaret Thatcher's favourite song," 
shudders Lucy. "'Telstar'." 

"I love his productions, and he is Outsider, and 
there's a bit of craziness," adds Gareth. "He had 
a terrible singing voice, and it's very funny to hear 
demos of songs, like the early version of Telstar' on 
Songs In The Key Of Z. He has a good quote: 'It's not 
what you've got, it's how you use it'." 

chapter ten: never stops, never rests, 
never sleeps (reprise) 

So how's the travel? 

"Squished!" remarks Lucy. 

"We've done it in two cars for about five years, " 
says Gareth. "Thelasttourwehada mini-bus which 
was nice, but we're won't be doing that again until 
we pay off the debt it landed us in. It's fine. I drive. 
Sam drives. Matt [Jones, bass] drives." 

Presumably no one gets paid. . . 

Gareth: "Well, I draw a small wage, but no. 
There's a lot of just getting by." 

Have any of you spent the night on the street? 

Lucy: "I slept on a street in Brighton outside the 
Free Butt after we got kicked out of that cafe. . . " 

Gareth: "Oh come on, that was in the daytime. " 

Lucy: "Yes, but we didn't sleep that night! " 
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combination 

Visionary NYC composer and cellist Arthur Russell tied together strands of classical minimalism, 
Eastern mysticism and dreamlike disco pop # leaving behind a legacy of confoundingly beautiful, 
idiosyncratic recordings. Plan B takes a look at Russell's life and his quest for transcendent music 



'Avant-garde', 'disco' and 'cellist' are not words 
that often find themselves too close together. 
Despite this, when people ask about Arthur Russell, 
they're generally the first- albeit unhelpful -words 
that come from my mouth. On first hearing the 
NYC composer's 1 982 track 'Go Bang' (released 
underthe name Dinosaur L), I was overwhelmed 
by the wildness of the tune, the outrageous vocals, 
the bizarre lyrics, the dense layers of echo, the 
odd instrumentation, the horns and the gorgeous 
sweeps of the Rhodes. What the hell was going 
on here? 

More often than with any other artist, my 
reaction to Russell's music is one of delighted 
surprise. This applies equally to his avant-garde 
compositional pieces, his outrageous disco numbers 
and to his more personal, almost whimsical cello 
and voice pieces. 

As the posthumous releases continue, it seems 
the wider world is discovering the magic of Russell's 
music. But there has always been a magical sense to 
every Arthur Russell discovery, with each recording 
maintaining the sense of something found or 
rescued; and something unnervingly personal. 

"I understand now why Arthur showed a rare lack 
of ambivalence about 'Instrumental', " writes 
Ernie Brooks in the liner notes to the Audika 2006 
two-CD compilation First Thought Best Thought 
(available in the UK on Rough Trade). " Maybe 
that was because of the way it bridged his formal 
modern training with his passion for what he 
saw as the transcendent and egalitarian possibilities 
of pop." 

The earliest recordings on this collection of 
Russell's 'avant-pop chamber music', a previously 
unissued set of instrumentals recorded with a nine- 
piece band, dating from 1 975, marked a crucial 
point in the composer's musical development. 
At the time he was the musical director of key 
downtown New York experimental music venue The 
Kitchen, the hangout of preference for John Cage, 
Philip Glass, Steve Reich, Meredith Monk and Tony 
Conrad. Russell was never afraid to ruffle feathers 
by inviting to The Kitchen a variety of artists not 
traditionally associated with the downtown scene, 
reflecting his interest in exploring connections 
between pop, folk, dance and classical forms. 

Throughout his life this was a key concern for 
Russell, as he called upon a multitude of styles to 
create his music. Over a decade after his death, 
more and more of this work is finally reaching an 
appreciative audience. 



lucky cloud 

The musical abilities of Charles Arthur Russell of 
Oskaloosa, Iowa were evident from an early age. 

"His first music teacher said that he couldn't 
get him to read music because he played every 
tune once and knew it by heart," recalls his father, 
Chuck. Surrounded by jazz in the family home, 
Russell was exposed to new influences through 
his cello lessons at DeMoines University. His mother 
Emily remembers some of Arthur's inspirations: 
" He had some things of John Cage - 1 remember 
that because at the time I wasn't acquainted with 
it. He was also listening to Bob Dylan. I thought 
that would drive me crazy." 

Iowa proved too remote for the 1 7-year-old 
Russell and in 1968 he left for the hippie haven 
of San Francisco. Here, he discovered Eastern 
spirituality and became involved in Kailas Shugendo, 
an ancient Buddhist tradition whose rituals 
included intensive chanting and fire walking. 
Earthly possessions were frowned upon in the group 
- even Arthur's beloved cello. As a result, there are 
famous stories of Russell playing his cello secretly 
in a wardrobe. 

After leaving the commune, Russell joined 
another Buddhist community who played music at 
weekends in a park in Berkley, California. It was here 
in 1 970 that he met the poet Allen Ginsberg. As the 
friendship developed, Russell became Ginsberg's 
music teacher in exchange for Buddhist instruction. 
The fruits of some of this early collaboration - which 
included contributions from Bob Dylan - can be 
heard in Ginsberg's adaptation of several Blake 
poems on the box set Holy Soul Jelly Roll and on 
a 2006 collection, First Blues. 

In 1 973 Russell moved to New York to attend the 
Manhattan School of Music. Ginsberg, too, made 
the move east and they both lived in the same 
building at 437 East 12th Street -the so-called 
Poet's Building, home to about a dozen writers 
and poets from the St Mark's Poetry Project scene. 
Othertenants included punk pioneer Richard Hell, 
and poet and journalist Rene Richard, star of 
a number of Warhol films and the first writer 
to bring attention to Jean-Michel Basquiat. 

Steven Hall, a long-time friend and collaborator, 
remembers Russell's impact on Ginsberg. "Allen 
took me to see Arthur perform at a club on the 
Bowery a few doors away from CBGB's. Allen said, 
'You have to hear this guy. He is a poet who sings. 
He reminds me of William Carlos Williams.'" 
The impact on Hall himself was similarly profound. 
" I have only met a handful of geniuses in my life, 



people who simply could not help but be 
themselves. The first time I heard him sing I knew 
Arthur was a stone cold genius. " 

buddhist bubblegum pop 

In his early years in New York, Russell maintained 
his interest in Eastern music and raga which he had 
been grounded in through studying with Ali Akbar 
Khan in San Francisco. He also maintained his love 
of folk music. Steven Hall explains: "Arthur loved 
both John Martyn and Nick Drake. He saw himself 
very much inline with what Drake was doing. " 
Hall points to another- less likely-early influence: 
"Arthur took me to hear Peggy Seeger and we were 
both entranced not only by her singing but her 
guitar skills also. I think she was Arthur's favourite 
singer, maybe because she was so much herself, 



'He would urge 
me to compose, 
or program 
synth sounds, 
at the time of 
the full moon' 

- Peter Zummo 



or that her power came from a very quiet place. " 
This early combination of eastern and folk 
influences goes some way to explain the phrase 
"Buddhist bubblegum pop" that Ginsberg was 
to apply to Russell's music. 

Russell's friendship with Ginsberg helped to 
establish him on the downtown scene. As the 
Soul Jazz series New York Noise has recently 
demonstrated, this was an extraordinarily vibrant 
scene: spirited young musicians from all genres 
rubbed shoulders with already established avant- 
garde stars. Philip Glass was one such figure, and an 
early admirer of Russell. Shortly after Russell moved 
to New York, the pair collaborated on the score for 
the Beckett theatre piece, Cascando. Glass wrote 
the score for Russell's cello, but has since joked that 
Russell made it his own. 
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'It was my hope to redefine 
"songs" from the point 
of view of instrumental 
music, in the hopes of 
liquefying a raw material 
where concert music and 
popular song can criss- 



Like many on the downtown scene, Russell 
refused to be confined by genre. More than most, 
though, he was a musical experimenter who sought 
to push established boundaries. This was nowhere 
better illustrated than in his groundbreaking 
disco output. 

By the late Seventies the established musical 
hierarchy had demonised disco in a way that did 




cross 



little to hide the era's 
racist and homophobic 
attitudes. The genre 
was a no-go area. But 
Russell found in disco 
a common ground 
between the hypnotic 
effects of raga, the 
continuous repetition 
of Philip Glass and his 
growing love of reverb 
and echo. He used this 
discovery to create a 
series of underground 
disco classics unlike 
anything ever heard on 
New York dancef loors 
(for example, 1979's 
'Kiss Me Again', the first 
disco single released by 
Sire Records). 

Russell's disco 
ouptut brought him 
huge acclaim, but it did 
not signal a move away 
from his exploration of 
alternative interests. 
During the early Eighties, Russell continued to work 
with a massively diverse range of artists. In 1 981 ,his 
rock band The Necessaries released their album Big 
Sky, he recorded the meditative orchestral piece 
Tower Of Meaning, conducted by Julius Eastman, 
and also appeared in a session with Thick Pigeon, 
a curious collective that later featured Steve Morris 
and Gillian Gilbert of New Order. The following year, 



next thoughts 

Russell's influence is spreading. Audika 
has plans to release an alternate album 
of material from World Of Echo and a 
compilation of Russell's pop, folk, and country 
songs. Meanwhile, the summer will seethe 
release of a tribute EP with cover versions by 
Electrelane's Verity Susman, The Concretes' 
Victoria Bergsman, Hidden Cameras' Joel 
Gibb and Jens Lekman. Lekman explains 
what drew him to the project. 

"I think it was the idea to make a tribute 
to his songs rather than his sound -the sound 
I've been hearing in theclubsforthe last four 
years. I'm tempted to call it the Hot Chip 
sound. It felt like so many were doing that 
already, and I was never that interested in 
the fragile drumbeats or the vocal effects. 
Instead, what I appreciate most about him 
is when he all of a sudden he stumbles upon 
a melody of gold and ties it to his stories 
about a summer that never seems to end." 

If Lekman's first impressions are anything 
to go by, the results should be interesting. 



-Arthur Russell 



he appeared on Jill Kroesen's album Stop Vicious 
Cycles, playing alongside Peter Gordon and Bill 
Laswell on the Patti Smith-inspired 'Fay Shism 
Blues'. In 1 983, DJ and producer Francois Kevorkian 
invited Russell to contribute the lyrics to the 'Snake 
Charmer' EP , the stellar cast of which included 
Jah Wobble, The Edge and Can's Holger Czukay. 
Throughout the period, live performance was also 
important for Russell: just after Christmas 1982, 
he was caught on tape playing live at The Kitchen 
on the same bill as Sonic Youth and Swans with a 
short-lived group called Bill's Friends. The recording 
has recently surfaced on Orange Mountain Music's 
Amplified: New Music Meets Rock. 

This lack of regard for musical boundaries was 
reflected in his dissatisfaction with existing record 
labels and led him to set up Sleeping Bag Records 
with his friend Will Socolov. As a result, the period 
also saw Russell releasing the Dinosaur L album 
24-24, and remixing and editing various projects, 
including Tiger Stripes, recorded with Nicky 
Siano, and the '5 Minutes' EP by Bonzo Goes to 
Washington AKA Bootsy Collins and Jerry Harrison 
of Talking Heads. 

name of the next song 

In an interview with David Toop- published after 
Russell's death -the composer complained about 
his treatment at the hands of many within the 
dance community: "If you try and do something 
different in dance music, you just get branded as 
an eccentric. " The avant-garde community were 
equally sceptical at times. Steven Hall explains 
that his 24-24 composition confused regulars when 
it was premiered at The Kitchen. Hall argues that 



"The first contribution I heard was from 
Verity Susman," he explains. "It was so perfect 
it made me cry." 

Also coming soon is a biography by Tim 
Lawrence and a film of Russell's life, due for 
release early in 2008. Director Matt Wolf first 
heard Russell's music through the Audika re- 
issues of Calling Out of Context and World 
Of Echo. "I felt so fixated and connected to 
Arthur's music that I contacted Tom Lee," he 
explains. "I wanted to see if I could possibly 
use Arthur's music in a film project." Things 
developed from this humble beginning. 

"After meeting Tom in the apartment that 
he and Arthur shared, I felt very committed 
to making a biographical film about Arthur. 
As I developed the idea and spoke to Arthur's 
parents, it became clear that I also had to 
travel to Oskaloosa, Iowa. And the project 
took off from there. . . It's a strange process, 
attempting to reconstruct somebody's 
life when they're not around to speak for 
themselves. Luckily we have the music, which 
itself is a tremendously intimate record of 
Arthur's life." 
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they were missing the point. "What he was saying 
by doing it was that dance music was simply the 
latest form of classical music. " 

By the mid-Eighties, Russell had retreated further 
into his own private world of music. His business 
relationship with Sleeping Bag co-founder Will 
Socolov had broken down and he turned to 
increasingly contemplative and meditative 
projects. In 1 985, he began work with long-term 
collaborator, composer and trombonist Peter 
Zummo, to produce the music for a dance piece by 
Trisha Brown. " He always tried to schedule sessions 
at the full moon, even if that meant going to the 
studio at odd hours," recalls Zummo. "He would 
call and ask if I would be recording that night, and if 
I said no, he would urge me to compose, or program 
synth sounds, at the time of the full moon." 

On this occasion, the pair collaborated on 
a number of tracks known collectively as 'Lateral 
Pass' which were released on the hard-to-find 
album Zummo With An X in 1985, reissued last 
year on New World. One of the reissue's highlights 
is Song IV (Trio) . Previously unreleased, the track 
features 20 minutes of glorious improvisation, Bill 
Ruyle's tabla and Russell's sitar-like cello providing 
the Eastern-inspired rhythm section forZummo's 
muted trombone stabs. Throughout, Russell's vocal 
weaves delicately in and out of the action, leaving 
the listener to enjoy the effect of words as sounds. 

Around this time Russell began work on what 
remains for many his masterpiece, World Of Echo. 
Tom Lee, Russell's boyfriend, remembers the intense 
creative process for the album. "I picture Arthur 
being here in the flat just standing there playing a 
melody on the cello and singing into a microphone. 
It would go from a very simple phrase, and then 
sometimes the phrase developed into almost Indian 
sounds - almost because he was still figuring out 
the lyrics. He had a few phrases for a song but he 
was leaving the lyrics behind to embrace the music 
of it. So the vocal sounds become as important as 
the actual words. That's why a lot of the vocals are 
not distinguished; they blend into the cello. " 

There are stories of epic journeys of the mind, 
as Lee and Russell wandered the streets of New 
York with only a Walkman and the never-ending 
tape edits of World Of Echo for company. "I had the 
privilege of having those cassette tapes that go on 
and on and on. One song could go on for a whole 
side of a tape where he's just repeating himself but 
changing things every little bit," says Lee. "I would 
go off on my own during the day and he'd want 
to know what I thought when I returned. It feels 
a little meandering to me. I'd say that would be his 
interpretation too." 

Often the individual tracks on World Of Echo 
sound like fragile, fragmentary moments that 
have been chanced upon and may disappear at 
any moment. "That's why I think World Of Echols... 
he did so much music I hate to say it's the best. . . 
but it felt like the truest to him. It felt like the most 
personal to him," says Lee. Watching Phill Niblock's 
short films that accompany Audika's 2004 reissue 
of World Of Echo is a deeply moving experience. 
Here, we see the intensity of Russell in live 
performance. Swathed in shadow, the light 
occasionally dancing across his features, Russell 
seems almost literally lost in the hypnotic music 
he is creating. 

Among the material that Russell left behind in 
his World Of Echo file was a note explaining some 
of the album's concepts. "It was my hope," wrote 
Russell, "to redefine 'songs' from the point of view 
of instrumental music, in the hopes of liquefying a 
raw material where concert music and popular song 
can criss-cross. " Once again, we find this desire to 
cross-pollinate, to fuse different styles, demystifying 
the avant-garde, making the 'difficult' popular or, 
going back to Ernie Brooks' explanation, "To bridge 
his formal modern training with his passion for what 




he saw as the transcendent and egalitarian 
possibilities of pop." 

calling all kids 

This desire pervades the final recordings Russell 
made in his lifetime. The posthumously released 
Another Thought and Calling Out Of Context bear 
particular testament to this. Russell was diagnosed 
with HIV in 1 986, but despite this, the final period of 
his creative life was marked by renewed confidence. 
Speaking in a soon-to-be-released documentary of 
Russell's life, Ernie Brooks comments that, "His gifts 
were increasing as his strength was leaving him" . 
One track in particular from this period stands 
out. In That's Us/Wild Combination', Russell 
intertwines the description of the simple, beautiful 
joys of a love affair - a "talk in the dark" and a "walk 
in the morning" -with his memories of sitting in the 
back seat of the family car in Oskaloosa heading off 
on a summer holiday. Russell supported his many 
musical projects by occasionally delivering packages 
across the US. On one trip to California, he stopped 
off in Oskaloosa, and it was there he wrote the 
lyrics to That's Us/Wild Combination' from his 
memories of childhood. " My parents had a cottage 
in Minnesota," explains Emily. "We used to spend 



our vacations there every summer. That's what 
he's talking about. At that time there was no air 
conditioning in cars - at least we didn't have any 
- and we would travel at night because it would 
be hot. " It is, in many ways, the perfect Arthur 
Russell song. 

The finished track combines Russell's folky 
sensibility, his wistful nature, his sense of romance 
and also his desire to experiment with different 
sounds. But at its heart, it's pure glorious pop. 
"That's Us/Wild Combination' has a very strong 
structure," says Tom Lee. "Maybe it's not a typical 
song structure but I think that should have been 
his big hit." 

"Arthur really believed that he could take his 
sensibility and superimpose it over contemporary 
music," muses Bob Blank, the engineer on a 
number of Russell's disco hits. "Arthur was very 
creative, he had a large range, and he was able 
to play with lots of different people. He had great 
concepts. If he had been handled or managed 
correctly, he could have been a superstar." 

Special thanks to Tom Lee, Chuck and Emily Russell 
and to Steve Knutson atAudika 
www.audikarecords.com 
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L-R: Klashnekoff, Joe Buddha 








Klashnekoff and producer Joe Buddha are on a mission to make UK hip hoppers smell good again 



Rewind to autumn 2005. Hackney rapper 
Klashnekoff and Nottingham producer Joe Buddha 
are halfway through recording their album. They 
don't actually know that yet; they think it's pretty 
much finished. There's even a title, Lionheart: Tussle 
With The Beast. "It just needs to be mixed" is the 
word. There's a mess of people in the world outside 
eager already to hear it. 

See, to this point UK hip hop had been 
slaughtered by grime, creatively, critically, 
commercially, smashed into a bunch of interesting 
splinters with, possibly, heaps of potential but 
a real problem delivering. And Klashnekoff, despite 
himself, was the last great hope of the backpacker 
hordes. Klash had the edge, maturity and 
intelligence most backpackers could only lust 
after. Grime in attitude, but steeped in dense lyrical 
hip hop with a voice like Nas in freefall - injured, 
confused, but still trying to kick knowledge. 

Even as far back as his first single, 2002's 
'Daggo Mentality', through the rough mixing 
you can hear the energy, the breathless stream of 
agitated defensive fear, the same tussle with the 
beast: "Walking down dark roads with dargahts 
andjankrows" , warning that "Hatred is contagious 
when confined in small spaces" . 

But Klash had been quiet since his singles 
collection, The Sagas, came out in 2004. A new 
mixtape, Focus Mode, collected old dubs he'd done 
for DJ Skully, which were great but no substitute 
for the rumoured treasures of Lionheart. He was in 
good spirits. "Yeah, recording's coming along well," 
he said. "I'm working with the great Joe Buddha, 
man, there's no other way for it to go. " 

At the time this seemed cocky; in retrospect, 
it's positively modest. By this point, at least half the 
album was recorded. He tried to tell me, and some 
of it came over, a hint of the rage in album opener 
and first track recorded for the project, the Gil 
Scott-Heron referencing The Revolution (Will 
Not Be Televised On Channel U)', a snippet of the 
dextrous Two Guns Blazing, "They say the race is 
for the swift, so I'm lacing up my kicks, pick up the 
pace and then I shift the gear stick into fifth, cos this 
year there's no fear, I'm prepared for them pricks 
like pigs got their house built on stones and sticks. " 

He broke down the metaphor and I got a portion 
of the song. "I'm talking about certain people who 
are shooting drugs. They've got their whole shit 
built on stones and sticks, stones being crack and 
sticks being guns. " I wanted to get carried away, 
but. But. It had heaps of potential. And I hadn't 
heard anything. Notthe great thumping early funk 
boom of The Revolution', building from electric 
bass through orchestral stabs to an angry wah-wah 
strut. Not the Just Blaze style swagger of 'My Life', 
the synthetic stomp of 'Headsprung'-era Timbaland 
in Terrorize The City', the dark carnival of steel- 
band sampling, Capleton-featuring 'Bun Dem'. 

Listening to the finished album now, it's easy 
to see how Klash could come down hard on UK 
hip hop: he knew exactly how far head of the game 



he and Joe Buddha were at that point. And he did 
sound almost apologetic, following through with 
his thoughts because there was no choice. 

"UK hip hop became boring. It still is a bit boring. 
To me, anyway. Klashnekoff ain't 'UK hip hop'. 
Klashnekoff is hip hop from the UK. UK hip hop 
became a white thing, predominantly. When 
I came into the scene three or four years ago, 
definitely. The backpacker side. Because Channel 
U and things like that have come out, the lines 
are getting a bit blurred. " 

And that's only a good thing, right? 

"Of course, it's only a good thing. When I say 
that it became predominantly white I'm not saying 
there's anything wrong with that, but there was too 
much space rap. Too much Saturn rap. Too much 
that sounded like mans were quantifying physics 
and shit, rather than just rapping." 

Doyou wantto name names?. 

"Nan... it's not about that. Break mans' heart 
out there, I can't do that. 

"To me rap is the story of a people that's been 
cursed And it's been embraced by other cultures, 
but people shouldn't get it twisted. It's straight up 
and down about black people who come from the 
struggle. It started through slavery, singing this shit, 



Budha helps him out. "About six months." 

"Yeah", agrees Klash. "Back and forth, cussing 
each other down the phone. But you need to test 
the relationship, that's how you see if you're really 
down for each other like that. After all the bickering 
and bollocks, I think Buddha made the phone call, 
one call, laughed, felt like dickheads. . . " 

. . .Got on with making a classic? Klashnekoff 
disagrees. "To be honest, in my eyes, how I like hip 
hop music, it's not a classic. " 

What's wrong with it? " It's not wholeheartedly 
me, really. " He stops and thinks about what he just 
said, mumbles a bit and carries on, but for a second 
perhaps, the artistic struggle which almost split 
them comes back into focus. "For me, a classic 
Klashnekoff album, yeah, what the raw Klashnekoff 
people want to hear, is 80 per cent raw. " 

And Lionheart isn't? In conversation or on record 
it's hard to imagine him any way other than raw. He 
tells his truth, doesn't censor - or rather, he tries to 
but is crap at it, betraying himself with a barrage of 
"umms", "aahhs" and pained facial expressions. 
Yeah, he's here to promote the album, but he's wary 
of giving the wrong impression. 

"The bottom line is, brother, the cold hearted 
truth is: we went to some backpacker dusty rave 



'There was too much space rap. Too 
much Saturn rap' 



and somehow some way it's manifested its way into 
this. And there's nothing wrong with other cultures 
embracing it and whatever, but people need to 
recognise what it is. That's how I feel. " 

Fast forward to now. It's a small studio, too small 
for the seven or eight people gathered around its 
edges. Klashnekoff is way off in a corner to my right, 
chatting about MySpace or something. I'm on 
the sofa with Joe Buddha talking about more vital 
issues: his career to date working with the likes of 
Rodney P, Out Da Ville, Skinnyman, Canibus, De La 
Soul and Masta Ace, what he thought the first time 
he saw Klash perform, what's going right with UK 
rap right now, and Lionheart. 

He's telling me how anticipation for the album 
almost killed it. "The hype took over and put us 
under pressure. And we didn't want the pressure, 
we just wanted to make music. Maybe it's a bit naive 
of us, but that's the reality." 

Klashnekoff expands on this in his inimitably 
intense energetic manner. "The pressure we was 
getting, in the midst of it communication broke 
down. And then other motherfuckers got in and 
started chatting shit.The long and short of it, I don't 
know how long the argument lasted." 



in Nottingham where people were just silent, 
shuffling, nodding their heads. We were looking 
at each other going, 'What the hell are we doing 
here?' It looked like some spaced-out movie, 
people with flared out baggy trousers. Then we're 
walking to Buddha's yard past a Westwood jam, 
and we're hearing thugged out music, whatever. " 

He pauses for effect, puts out his right palm 
and lists the varied pleasures of a Westwood 
jam, slapping the palm with his left thumb to 
underscore each. "We seen bare gal," he starts. 
"Vibes, enjoyment, energy, colour, vibrantness. 
And as we walked past that venue we was like, 
'You know what? We need to get the balance, 
something in the middle whereby you can still 
incorporate the backpacker vibe or whatever.' 
We want to bring vibes back into UK hip hop, girls 
back into UK hip hop, people smelling good back 
into UK hip hop." 

Buddha cuts in: "Clean clothes! " 

"That's what I'm saying," agrees Klash. "Clean 
clothes, put some fucking effort into your shows. " 

They laugh, and with that he's finished, 
struggling to stay humble. Cos they've brought 
the vibes back already, and the sweet smells can't 
be too far behind. 
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How Kevin Barnes emerged from his winter of discontent 
clutching an addictive new Of Montreal album 



To twist the words of Sir Chuck of D, Kevin 
Barnes is a hero to some, but he never meant 
shit to me. I never set much stock in all that 
21st Century US indie bullshit, all those bands 
hanging on the coattails of Neutral Milk Hotel, 
singing in weedy, whiny voices about papier- 
mache helicopters and mermaids or whatever. 
The music always made me feel like I had 
overdosed on Wham bars - not as much f i 
as it sounds, believe me. And now that the 
Elephant 6 collective's influence on US indie 
rock seems to be at an all-time high, with the 
enforced jollity of Clap Your Hands Say Yeah 
and Tapes'N'Tapes compelling impressionable 
young people to ejaculate their entire nervous 
systems with sheer excitement, I care even less. 

So how come I'm writing about Of 
Montreal? The band I had previously ranked 
alongside Paris Hilton and Coke Zero in terms 
of their usefulnessto mankind. The band 
whose last album cover (2005's The Sunlandic 
Twins) actually made me gag. The band whose 
name is derived from an ex-girlfriend of 
songwriter and singer Kevin Barnes, who 
came from - oh, work it out for yourselves. 

Um, I don't know how to say this, but... Of 
Montreal. Have made. A record. ..I like. 

Has the world finally gone completely and 
utterly crazy? Have I? Or has Kevin Barnes? 

"I was going through difficult times, I guess, 
in a pretty heavy depression zone," he says. 
"So I used the music as a sort of therapy, to get 
myself out of that downward spiral. I wasn't 
really thinking so much of making a record for 
an audience, it was more self-centred; to r 
megetoutofthis.-.darknesslfound mysel 
in. The record is pretty much chronological, 
because I was writing and recording in the 
moment, almost like a journal of my life then." 

The enduring cliche of the tortured artist, 
the idea that only those in emotional and 
psychological turmoil are capable of producing 
anything approaching 'real' art, and the 
greatest thing these troubled individuals could 
ever do is splatter their brains all over a canvas 
for the human race to pick at for eternity: it's 
a bunch of crap. I know that. I also know that 
a desperately unhappy Kevin Barnes has made 
a record thatthe blissfully happy Kevin Barnes 
couldn't have made in a million years. Hissing 
Fauna, Are You The Destroyer?, Of Montreal's 
11th album, is the sound of panic, loneliness 
and claustrophobia, the sound of feeling 
trapped in your own head, unable to relate. 
It's also the sound of trying to break the cycle of 
obsessive morbidity, of trying to communicate, 
of groping for something that might make you 
feel normal again. Because, romantic notions 
be damned, when you're depressed the one 
thing you want more than anything in the 
world isto be normal again, and if you can't 
be normal again, perhaps dead will do. 



"So much of it was created by my life being 
split into two directions. My daughter had just 
been born, and a few months after that I had 
to tour, so that created serious tension between 
me and my girlfriend. I was trying to balance 
that with my professional life; the pressure 
of being a father, just trying to navigate stuff. 
All these issues were just eroding my mind. 
I couldn't deal with anything because I couldn't 
resolve it, so my mind just shut down. 

"I didn't become numb, though. I was more 
acutely aware of everything in a conceptual, 
negative way. Then my girlfriend and I split 
up. She went back to Norway and took my 
daughter while I was on tour, and I felt 
emotionally stranded. Anyway we got back 
together and sorted it out, and I've created 
this new persona to write for, this character 
called Georgie Fruit. I don't really know how 
I came up with this idea, but Georgie's a black 
she-male in his forties, he's really into late 
Seventies soul music and the theatrical, 
glam Prince stuff. It kind of gave me a new 
perspective and attitude, like it's not me 
anymore. I just needed a new persona for 
everything to become revitalised." 

The resulting album isn't a Tonights The 
Night/Sister /.overs-style trudge through some 
dark night of the soul. It's too anxious to assert 
its existence to f ul ly succumb to the darkness 
at its centre. And too busy; but what might 
seem novelty trappings designed to attract 
the floating listener-the fizzing synths, 
the Prince-ly rhythms, the shrinkwrapped 
harmonies - are as vital to the record as the 
songs themselves. Sonically, Hissing Fauna 
doesn't so much beg for your attention as 
wrestle it to the ground, pin it down with its 
deceptively wiry arms and plant a big black 
kiss on its forehead. 

It's delightfully funny in places, too. 
'Gronlandic Edit' relates Kevin's fruitless search 
for a suitable belief system: "Oh, the church 
is full of losers/Psycho and confused, " he 
observes (correctly). The song abruptly segues 
into 'A Sentence Of Sorts In Kongsvinger' 
featuring Kevin's confession that he, "Spent 
the winter on the verge of a total breakdown 
while living in Norway/I felt the darkness of the 
black metal bands". Meanwhile, the song is 
quoting merrily from George McCrae's 'Rock 
Your Baby' and any listener with a functioning 
heart is falling hopelessly in love. 

That said, many listeners haven't. In fact, 
Of Montreal's increasing sonic vivacity has 
attracted a fair amount of criticism. Web 
vultures bitch about the scarcity of actual 
band input on Hissing Fauna, decrying it as 
the product of one man's hubris. They also 
complain that the vivid hi-gloss production is 
evidence of Barnes' ruthless careerism. It looks 
like Of Montreal might lose some fans with this 



record. Fine, I say. Cut loose the dead weight. 
Then again, it's not my band. Or my life. 

"I realised pretty early on that there's 
no way to please everyone. What upsets me, 
though, is that people don't understand how 
much heart is put into everything that we do. 
It's never motivated by commercial desire; it's 
just about exploring your creativity and trying 
to create something exciting." 

Allowing one of your songs to be re- 
recorded for an Outback Steakhouse TV ad 
[as Kevin did with 'Wraith Pinned To The Mist 
(And Other Games)' in 2005] could be viewed 
as selling out... 

"Yeah, that was our greatest sin, a colossal 
error. I can't even imagine what I was thinking. 
I think we did it just because it was so absurd. 
I think I was kind of also duped into it by the 
ad agency, because they didn't make it clear 
it would be so huge. It was on once every 
hour, between all the football. It definitely 
has become a bit of a nightmare. I don't take 
myself that seriously, though, so it's not going 
to destroy me. But the concept of that idea, 
that if you're a sellout once you're a sellout 



forever...! mean, I could say I sold that song, 



'All these is 
were just ero 
my mind...' 



so for that moment, I sold out. But I don't go 
into the studio and think, 'God, I really have to 
make a record that a steakhouse will like'..." 

What about the allegations that Hissing 
Fauna and The Sunlandic Twins are solo albums 
in all but name? 

"Well, the band has gone through different 
phases, where people are collaborating or 
contributing musical ideas a lot more. In the 
beginning it was just me and my four-track 
at my parents' house, just getting lost in the 
creative process. For a couple of years people 
were writing their own basslines, keyboard 
lines, drums, counter-melodies, stuff like that. 
But for the last three records, I've gone back 
to the way I used to work: just myself. 

"If you have a lot of ideas and you want to 
realise them, it's difficult to say, 'I'm not going 
to put down this counter-melody because 
~ ~ve to wait for Dottie [Alexander] to a 
and play the keyboard line, or Matt [Daw: 
to play the bass line.' That can be really 
restricting. I think it's more important to 
just keep producing stuff and keep worki 
Because it's so much a part of my life and 
helps me to feel positive about living." 
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Earplugs are 
like condoms 
for the ears 
and have no 
place in this 
racket 
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The Hospitals 

Barden's Boudoir, London 



with San Francisco duo The Hospitals. In it, the 
writer Michelle Cable asks the readerto refrain 
from thinking about wrestling and powr 
tools. That she has to mention both thin< 
of course, speaks volumes. 

The Hospitals make it a little easier for 
us tonight. This is chiefly down to the absence 
of John Dwyer, former head honcho for 
the Coachwhips, who added an extra layer 
of smashed-glass screech to The Hospitals 
on their last rampage around the UK. 
Nevertheless, though, they make our poor 
old ears painfully aware that earplugs are 
like condoms for the ears and have no place 
in this racket. 

Adam Stonehouse leans back on his drum 
stool, shoves the microphone deep down his 
throat and takes us on a rollercoaster ride 
where screeches and fuzz echo and vibrate 
from loop to loop. We emerge on the other 
side of this tubular mayhem and collect up 



home with us later and try to reassemble. 
Le Corbusier observed that technology 
inevitably advances towards its own perfection. 
As newtechnologies arrive, though, what 
was previously the height of perfection is 
replaced by a new peak of mastery. Technology 
therefore progresses in waves, so that while 
the Parthenon might have been the zenith of 
Greek architecture, building a structure like it 
today would not bearthe same significance. 



But what Le Corbusier did nottak< 
consideration were the implication 
someone actually trying to replicate 
ruins of the Parthenon. 

In the late Seventies and early Eighties, 
noise functioned as a critique of the 
breakdown of the white, male, straight 
hegemony, a decadent sound for a society 
in decline. But in today's Jackass culture, 
where YouTube's angry German kid is a star, 
neurosis becomes an acceptable form of 
entertainment. Sonic fractures begin to make 
all too much sense, and The Hospitals' college 
initiation torture beer-on-head-smashing 
sound, much like the rest of Load Records' 
roster of clamorous decibel pushers, starts 
to seem like an apt representation not just 
of the American unconscious but of the 
national state of mind. 

The anger, boredom and sexual frustration 
of earlier noiseniks have been replaced by 
fun, aggression, and, well, sexual frustration. 
It's no coincidence that the Hospitals' second 
album is titled I've Visited The Island Of Jocks 
And Jazz- the latter, a clear reference to 
no wave's origins, the former the fact that 
they sound like a frat party in Baghdad. All 
this makes support act The Rebel's 10-gallon 
hat and Texas oil-baron's jig a perfect visual 
accompaniment to the guitars and drums 
and more guitars and yet more drums that 
dominate the stage. 

It's a scary, noisy place to visit, but we'll be 
coming back to the island of jocks and jazz for 



more abuse soon. 
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shall we dance 

Words: Natalie Boxall 

Photography: Mei Lewis 

Blood Red Shoes 

The Empire, Middlesbrough 

Blood. Red. Shoes. Such an evocative image. 
Ginger Rogers, glamorous and determined, 
dancing till herfeet bled. Dancing herself 
dizzy, heels rubbed, aching calves, she just 
didn't care. 

They're three words which sum up the sort 
of escape that can only be found by throwing 
yourself around to a song that makes you feel 
like you're going to pop. 

Blood Red Shoes is, therefore, a big name 
to live up to, and as two kids who look like extras 
from Skins - all blank stares, slick hair and sneers 
- dawdle on stage, I wonder if I've got the right 
band. 'Stitch Me Back' and 'ADHD' are singles 
that promised a performance that could induce 
sickness through sheer excitement. The simple 
exuberance captured on these two vinyl releases 
prompted me to get down early and down the 
front, but unfortunately, hearing them played live 
is a different story. 



The music is just as intense - back and forth 
vocals that weave between rattling drums beats 
and fuzzed-up guitar - but there is little of the 
snotty swagger I'd expected. Young people are 
supposed to be messy and mental, aren't they? 
I hoped to see a spitting, snarling mass of teeth, 
flailing limbs, guitar played with an aloof swagger, 
but none of this is present. Laura Mary Carter 
and Steven Ansell face each other, a boy, a girl, 

Young people are 
supposed to be messy 
and mental, aren't 
they? 

a blonde, a brunette. He thrashes at his drums, 
controlled and taut. She is static and veiled with 
hair, only opening her mouth to deliver squawky 
vocals, while playing heads-down, stripped-down 
guitar lines. 

Thankfully, this isn't all a too-cool-for-school 
pose - Laura Mary is poorly sick, which we find 
out from drummer Steven, who glugs from 
a bottle of booze. "We got two bottles of red 



wine tonight," he says, mounting his drums. 
For a moment there's a glimmer of youthful 
exuberance, and then he gets down, and they 
play on. 

The lights malfunction and there's a flash 
of blinding light, which makes the two of them 
look like sour-faced angels, wilting further and 
moving slower. 

Their muddy schtick and moody photos 
hint at grunge and riot grrrl, and although their 
sound is simple, their singles potentially bratty, 
this is a modern version of the two. No flailing. 
No screaming. No political ranting. Look at 
your bracelet Laura Mary! What Would Kat 
BjellandDo? 

I'm waiting all through the set, for progression, 
a shifts in dynamics, a burst of energy, ending in 
a crescendo of noise, beautiful noise. Instead, like 
a heady snog against a wall of a club that ends up 
with your partner falling asleep and you, drunk, 
horny and alone, the set ends disappointingly. 
There is no respite, no excitable sparring or any 
lack of restraint. Instead, as the last notes ring out, 
Laura Mary exits with haste, with Steven following 
quickly behind her, bottle in hand. 

I'm left wanting. 



Noah Howard/Evan Parker 
/Chris Corsano/John Edwards 

The Spitz, London 



You got to respect your local geniuses! 
exhorts Noah Howard. He's right, too. We're 
talking about the Evan ParkerTrio here, and 
that's about as heavy as it gets. 

Tonight, Parker's putting 40 years 
of exploration to one side and blowing 
a straight-down-the-line, muddy tenor 
sax. Behind him, John Edwards flings his 
upright bass around with passion and 
precision, like he's pummelling a lover who 
likes it rough but doesn't want to bruise. 
Chris Corsano's holding down the drums, 
taking refuge in this little old jazz band 
where he can cut loose on the snare and 



get his right foot working overtime. But it's 
the visitor's show. Cute little New Orleans 
licks tumble out of his alto horn, just funky 
enough for Edwards to set up a riff that 
everyone can jump on. 

Howard drops out, lets them dig it for 
a while, until it's time for him to burst back 
in with high shrieks and squeals that send 
everyone toppling over into wild-blowing 
abandon. Real genius. 
Daniel Spicer 



Joe Lally/Zu 

Star And Garter, Manchester 



Backed by Italian jazz noisecore trio Zu 
(who later play a thundering headline set) 
you have to wonder what goes through Joe 



Lally's mind after so many years standing 
on stage in front of an awestruck crowd. 
Tonight, it seems the ex-Fugazi bassist 
could do with a bit of banter as his friendly 
greetings are met with stunned silence from 
the overly deferential audience. 

These days, Lally is more suited to 
creating a meditative sound to launch his 
socio-political lyrics. His voice, reminiscent 
of Luna's Dean Wareham, gently glides over 
hypnotic basslines and the overall effect 
is to create a sparse, considered set that 
occasionally strays into avant-garde jazz 
but as Lally himself tells the crowd, " If you 
don't experiment a little, how do you expect 
to get anywhere?" 
Lianne Steinberg 



Jason Molina 

The Green Rooms, Manchester 



It's amazing the length of time a human 
being can spend staring at another human 
being. One, that is, of plainT-shirt and 
forlorn red neckerchief, circled in a small 
blob of subdued, sunset yellow light; his 
can each of beer and cider sat on the chair 
patiently, shyly tilting next to a crumpled, 
ex-jeans pocket setlist. 

Such is the transfixing intensity of 
a man telling you stories; something 
easily forgotten among the rabble of days 
where there's only time for an accelerated 
slideshow of alarms and hours; such is the 
front row with a simple square of blacked- 
out theatre f loorspace between your friends' 
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shut your gob 

Words: Lauren Strain 

Photography: Brian Sweeney 

Jamie T 

Metropolitan University, Leeds 

Oh Jamie, my dear gangly upstart, it doesn't have 
to be like this. I've paid three quid for a snakebite 
(I know, I know), I've got the nearly-flu, yet I'm 
squished against sweaty metal rails with a distinct 
tang of anticipation and blackcurrant in the air and 
my mouth, respectively. I'm excited, and although 
your phlegmatic thrash-rattle through 'Brand New 
Bass Guitar' with mucous up-yer-nostrils, down- 
yer-throat and in-yer-ears is the audio kin of 
chucking a bloody haunch into the brawling dogs' 
fleapit below, within moments of a super-speedy 
'So Lonely Was The Ballad' you're losing my love 
a teensy little. Where are those bumpy keyboards, 
the relishing of each cock-eyed syllable, the bit at 
the start of 'Operation' where someone chucked 
the drummer down the stairs? Tonight, that 
song's bolshy swagger and impressive structure is 
swallowed by an indecipherable punky garble and 
vomited out against the clock. But we're not on 
Countdown or anything, Jamie. We're on stage. 



Y'see, Panic Prevention, the record, is a 
scrapbook glued with years' worth of nights 
ranging from the horrific to the weirdly touching, 
always via the seedy and never anything less than 
queasy; a scrapbook stuck with those miniscule 
and always crap photobooth piccies from girlie 
high street shops (y'know, the Miss Selfridge units 
with tacky placky curtains where you wrote 'Best 
Friends 4EVA' all over your 1 4-year-old faces with 
a touchscreen thing); a scrapbook that, rather than 
repellently reeking of tracksuit chewing-gum days, 
is actually crammed full of bittersweet memories. 
And, when you accidentally uncover all the sheets 
of pointless stickers with your pixellated mugs 
on 'em -which, after having split the four pounds 
to pose for, you somehow never managed to 
distribute across enough folders and lampposts 
(probably 'cause you fell out a week later) -you're 
cuffed with an almost sniff ly wave of nostalgia; 
affection, even, for when seeing how long you 
could get away with testing lip-glosses in Boots 
before an assistant came over to give you a plum- 
voiced thrashing was the main preoccupation 
of a Saturday. 

In short, the album showcases caustic 
characterisation, observational disdain and 



a remarkable aptitude for writing stupidly perky 
melodies. Live, by allowing himself approximately 
nought-point-nought-one of a second for each 
word, Jamie stampedes all over evidence of such 
talents and, although the original incarnations of 
these songs were exactly like this - hyper-rants 
hawked up from nicotine alveoli and gobbed out 
faster than those inexplicable bits of gristle in Big 
Macs - it seems a shame to play down this wealth 
of wry pop by drowning it in outright racket. 

However. Encoring with an acoustic, he grazes 
thrillingly putrid vocal chords against the sore 
strings for 'Living With Betty' and Billy Bragg's 
'A New England', the father figure's at-once 
moving, at- next spiteful lyricism chiming perfectly 
with our Wimbledon sprog's own fluctuations 
from bare honesty to black comedy. 

I dunno. Perhaps for everyone else it was all 
enthusiastic blasphemy and bangin' boy beats. 
I mean, just witness the throat-throttling taking 
place, ironically, during 'Calm Down Dearest'. It's 
like he's Jesus -Jesus in saggy jeans, skinny white 
limbs and a baseball cap. Not a bad Jesus, I guess, 
but one for whom, shortly before he took to the 
stage, somebody decided it would be a good idea 
to hit 'fast-forward'. It wasn't. 



city-tired sneakers and his firm hands carving 
bare narratives from wood and strings. 

As the railroad tracks rumble distantly 
above, he sings of intolerable despair with 
immeasurable humility and a deeply meant 
"thankyou kindly" after each tale of owls 
and autumns so that, in a confessional 
chamber with the lights out, the room's 
inhabitants slowly confront quiet demons 
in the dark. 
Lauren Strain 



Ricardo Villalobos 

Fabric. London 



The people here know what's good for 
them. They're here to experience the most 
sideways, alien sounds produced by any 



human, and they know it's well within their 
right to expect them. 

Villalobos, this haunted rave pixie with 
the far-far-gone eyes, like two frightening 
swirls of black, is a hero to these lost souls 
caught between night and day, at a time 
when God-fearing people are getting 
spruced up for church. Tiny explosions that 
pop and ricochet across the soundscape. 
Latin grooves that contort like Mobius 
loops. Huge sledgehammer beats that 
throw everything out of kilter before 
hijacking the shocked momentum and 
propelling it halfway into next week. Last 
year's set staples are all but gone (excepting 
his 'Sinner In Me' remix and the faint spectre 
of drums from 'Fizheuer Zieheuer'), giving 



way to a whole new galaxy of warped 
sounds and otherworldly reverberations. 

He may well be insane, and he's 
definitely not healthy, but for mind-boggling 
techno, Villalobos is in a league of his own. 
Robin Wilks 



Jamie Woon 

One Taste @ The Distillers. London 



The upstairs is very hot and crowded in the 
polished pub. The mood is intimate and 
unpretentious; at least it seems that way 
because people are wearing unassuming 
clothes, and I have obviously spent too 
much time in Shoreditch. OneTaste is a nice 
grassroots event for musicians and poets 
and that, and we arrive to be enchanted by 



The Portico Quartet: bass, hang, percussion, 
and saxophone send ringing patterns out 
into the room. 

I am therefore thinking of JamieWoon 
as a nice grassroots singer who has made 
it good, hence all the hype, and 'Wayfaring 
Stranger' being chosen as single of the 
month for OMM. He sings a cappella, or 
with occasional guitar, and a loop pedal, 
and is both talented and pleasant.The latter 
being my major quip. His gospel songs tend 
only to have one affect -lonely -and to 
verge more on the nice and sometimes fey 
than the gut-spewing, voice-breaking stuff 
I would like to see him do himself and his 
influences justice with. 
Melissa Bradshaw 
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amazing grace 

Words: Hannah Gregory 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

The Arcade Fire 

St John's Church, London 

A loudspeaker, a horn, a pair of violins and eight 
mighty voices gather beneath the church's central 
chandelier. In the middle of the audience, mouths 
open like birds to the heavens, The Arcade Fire are 
playing a stringed, medieval-esque version of The 
Clash's 'Guns Of Brixton'. We're in Westminster. 
It was meant to be a civilised, sit-down affair. 
Buoyant and jaunty, they pace down the aisle, and 
the crowd rushes behind them. What reverence! 

The medieval-esque punk-rock tone of the 
opening cover is continued in the new songs they 
play tonight. Deep down, we're longing for the 
choruses of Funeral, but The Arcade Fire want to 
furnish our ears with unheard anthems, not so 
unfamiliar in their surging dips and troughs, their 
swinging boughs and branches. 

Win checks himself. He beams: "Jesus Christ! " 
He checks himself again, looks up to the church's 
high-vaulted ceiling, and, smile broadening, 
repeats: "Jesus Christ! " His reaction sums up the 



band's entire presence: in awe at our awe. " I'm 
glad you've all noted our demand for complete 
silence between songs," he jokes, but it's true: 
we're all silent. The reverence! 

It's at the point where the feline, booted Regine 
winds her wooden-box instrument in fervour and 
feeling, that I want to slam the camera-phone of 
the girl in front shut, shouting, " Listen! The future 
is not in that screen ! The future is in the strings! " 



of 'Funeral'. But this time, new single 'Black Mirror' 
ends in distortion, and rumbling computer bits 
rise like the build-up of tension beneath the bed 
covers, and, wait. . .One guy is literally banging at 
the church's wall, and everyone pirouettes into 
new stances on the stage and swaps instrument, 
and the lights turn red and -finally- it's 'Lies'. 
"We have been lied to, " they sing. "We love you ! " 
shouts one man from the crowd. 



Can you jump as high as the flyaway choruses; 
shake as vigorously as the chords move the air? 



Meanwhile, Regine takes to lead vocals, and 
you can see internal laughter bubbling beneath her 
composed curls. It's hard to hear of what she sings, 
but it seems like something happy. So I do that 
thing like in Amelie, where she looks back at the 
astonished faces of the film theatre behind her, 
and everyone does looks happy. There is very little 
actual dancing. I guess this music is difficult to 
do justice to dancing: can you jump as high as 
its flyaway choruses; shake yourself as vigorously 
as the chords move the air? 

They've been teasing us with each pounding 
beginning, so strikingly similar to the drum ascents 



If this is the sound to be belted out in 
Westminster, paces from the Prime Minister's 
office as the clock strikes 1 0, then I am proud to be 
witnessing it. If this is the sound to be loved by this 
public, then I am ecstatic to be endorsing its force. 
And if they wantto be our religion, on this January 
evening, to freeze our mouths open mid-song, as 
we bellow 'Rebellion' - the show's triumphant end 
- as we have done in our separate bedrooms, and 
the bedrooms of our friends, so many times before, 
then I commend them. 

And if they want to sell us band T-shirts with 
Neon Bibles on afterwards, then so be it. 



Sotto Voce Festival 

State 51, London 



State 51 is a concrete-floored industrial 
'space' whose chill air dictates a dress code 
of heavy coats and sensible boots. It is so 
a good look, kind of early-Eighties meets 
late-Nineties, and a relief for those feeling 
the strain of too many nights watching 
experimental music struggle to connect 
in venues meant for sticky indie-rock. 
It's the perfect setting for today's 
programme of outer-edge music. We show 
up at 4pm and get the tea and biscuits in. 
The atmosphere's alert with real listeners, 
who fall silent without hesitation when 
StefanoTedesco, Joe Williamson and 
RogerTurner kick off proceedings in the 



'acoustic' area with a session of vibes, drums 
and stand-up bass improv. In the stark, 
darkened main room, Portable sit solemn 
around laptops and various wired-up 
instruments, treating and layering digital 
and concrete sound with the concentration 
of glass-blowers or spiritualists. 

The festival's sedate, deep-listening aura 
continues with Gary Smith's scuttling solo 
guitar and Rhodri and Angharad Davies' 
harp and violin magic. The brother-sister duo 
conjure every sound other than those you'd 
expect from such homely instruments: Rhodri 
torturing the harp's strings with bow, cloth 
and metal and Angharad teasing high-end 
harmonic thrills from a prepared violin. They 
work entirely acoustically, the sheer alien 



quality of their sounds reminding us that 
we've grown perhaps too reliant on 
electronic effects for esoteric kicks. 

As if to reiterate this, Birds Of Delay 
declare it noise o'clock and deliver a set 
of singular gracelessness, pounding knee- 
balanced, processed Casios while a line 
of boys sit at their feet rocking back and 
forth like wanking cats. It's up to Lasse 
Marhaug andTommi Keranen's Testicle 
Hazard to fully bring the chaos with some 
old-school power electronics. Contact mics 
are shaken in film cans; Marhaug and 
Keranen headbang, transported, distilling 
the kind of noise makes you check your 
extremities for circulatory damage. We move 
on to James Blackshaw's elegant, East- 



West guitar work: a calming interlude before 
the second ever performance by fearsomely 
fiddly prog-industrialists Aufgehoben. 

Perhaps sensing we've had a long day, 
the two drummers explode into a power- 
rummage of searing intensity, while Gary 
Smith delivers spidery guitar licks with a wide 
smile. David Panos fidgets behind a table of 
synths and electronics, emitting analogue 
Shockwaves. The overall effect is Escher-like 
and confounding: impossible staircases built 
and then reversed or demolished as you 
reach the top. Solving Aufgehoben's puzzle- 
rock exhilarates and energises, and their 
short, taut set leaves us feeling thoroughly 
scrubbed between the ears. 
Frances Morgan 
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all tomorrow's parties 

Brace yourself, indie-rockers: 
ATP returns to Butlins Minehead 
and this time, Melbourne's Dirty 
Three are steering from the tiller. 
Peformances from Nick Cave, 
Cave's new rock ensemble 
Grinderman, Dirty Three, Low, 
Faun Fables, Magnolia Electric 
Company, A Silver MtZion, 
Bill 'Smog' Callahan, Cat 
Power, Joanna Newsom, and 
Spiritualized: Acoustic Mainline 
Performing Spaceman 3 and 
Spiritualized songs. They say the 
queuing hassle is sorted out but 
bring a fold-out stool just in case. 
Minehead Butlin's Holiday Camp 
(April 27-29) 



this is our punk rock 

'This' being nutso breakcore, whiplash- 
inducing Digital Hardcore, and other similarly 
mashed sounds. Expect performances from 
Venetian Snares, Zan Lyons, Mira Calix and 
Alec Empire, plus exclusive screenings from 
Manga, Warp Films, onedotzero, Chris 
Cunningham and Mamoru Oshii. 
www.thisisourpunkrock.com 
London Coronet Theatre (April 14) 

far more than just a sun tan 

Fledgling London label Naked Man 
Recordings present a day of music from the 
Spanish underground, including space- 
rockers Aeropuetro, alternative folkie Biggot, 
psych-pop band Big City, and Casio-punk 
rockers Mendetz. Plus Domino DJs and 
tapas (mmm) in the courtyard. 
London 93 Feet East (April 22) 

usa is a monster/the wolves 
of st august/le b 

Songs about Native American chieftains 

and the imminent collapse of Western 

society from rustic-minded Load Records 

power-spazzers. 

Cardiff Dempseys (March 7) 

herman dune 

Experience life at its most absurdly beautiful 
as Plan B's February cover stars hit the 
road in support of their sparkling new 
album, Giant. 

Brighton Dome Bar (April 11), 
Bristol Thekla (1 2), Birmingham 
Glee Club (13) Nottingham Rescue 
Rooms (14), Leeds Brudenell Social 
Club (1 5), Glasgow King Tuts (16) 
Manchester Roadhouse (17), 
London Kings College (18), 
Cambridge Junction (19) 

camera obscura 

Cinematic Sixties pop from the Glasgow 
romantics who took up the seats in Belle 
And Sebastian's deserted library. 
Newcastle Carling Academy 
(April 2), Southampton Joiners (4), 
Oxford Zodiac (19), Manchester 
Jabez Clegg (20) 



. arcade fire/patrick wolf 

v Instant sell out indie supertour the 
more devious among you may 

x somehow infiltrate via elaborate 
disguise and blunt bribery. 
Dublin Olympia (March 5/6), 
Manchester Apollo (8/9), 
Glasgow Barrowlands (11/12), 
Brixton Academy (14/1 5) 






kieran hebden and steve reid 

Cosmic, mind-expanding sounds as 
Domino's laptop guru knuckles down 
with Sun Ra Arkestra sticksman. 
London Koko (March 29) 

optronica 

Five-day visual/musical fest featuring 
performances from Trevor Jackson, Fennesz 
and Charles Atlas, Rechenzentrum, and 
Ryoichi Kurokawa. www.optronica.org 
BFI IMAX, BFI IMAX, ICAThe Mall 
(March 14-18) 

bright eyes 

Saddle Creek's benevolent sad-rock 
patriarch crams in a couple of UK dates. 
London Koko (March 16), Oxford 
Brookes University Student 
Union (18) 

grabba grabba tape 

Conceptual Spaniards deliver catastrophic 
animal disco direct to yr bleeding hindpaws. 
Northampton (March 24), 
Cardiff (26), Bournemouth (28), 
Southampton (29), London (30), 
Manchester (31), venues tbc 

trans am 

Masterful, buff soundtracks for synchronised 
handclaps and rhetorical dancing. 
Bristol Cooler (March 1), Liverpool 
Korova (2), Glasgow ABC2 (3), 
Newcastle Cumberland Arms (4), 
Leeds Brudenell (5), Birmingham 
Custard Factory (6), London 
Dingwalls(7) 



The band so good they exclaimed it thrice. 
Dublin Village (March 17), 
Glasgow ABC (19), Manchester 
Ritz (20), Leeds University (21), 
Shepherd's Bush Empire (22), 
Nottingham Marcus Garvey (23), 
Bristol University (24) 

the shins 

Let's all go to the big indie pop jamboree! 
Glasgow ABC (March 25), 
Wolverhampton Wulfrum Hall 
(26), Manchester Academy 2 (27), 
London Forum (28/29) 



on tour 

Interview: Joe Stannard 
Photography: Cat Stevens 

Brutal prog-metallers Mastodon take us through some 
of their favourite tour moments 

Aarrrgh ! "Running faster than I ever navel/Evading sharks of the 
sky!"Th\s month sees Atlanta's biggest, heaviest, most metallic 
mammal waddle into adoring scrums the length and breadth of 
our magical isle, accepting pagan tribute and high fives. 

To celebrate, Plan B grabbed a few words... 

"When we played [huge, cool festival] Pukkelpop in Belgium last 
year," recalls drummer Brann Dailor, "a bunch of bands were there, 
Radiohead, Turbonegro, who are good friends of ours. That night we 
had a day off the next day, so Turbonegro said, 'We're playing a club 
gig in this tiny little club and we don't have an opening band, so if you 
guys wanna, come jump on the bill...' So we went and performed first 
for their denim-clad audience, hahahahaha! And it was a lot of fun, it 
was really cool. It was like... no pressure. No one knew who we were! 
We came on and those people were like, 'Surprise! Mastodon?'" 

Was that the first time for a while you've played somewhere 
that small? 

"Uh... 06.06.06 we played in our hometown of Atlanta," Brann 
replies. "We played a surprise show in the Drunken Unicorn, which 
is about a 150 capacity club. It was stupidly jam-packed because the 
secret show was not so secret after most of us told all our friends 
that we were playing there, hahahaha ! So we were like, 'Doo-dee- 
doo...'Y'know. So I don't know if we're gettin' back in the swing, 
but we're just gettin' back in tour mode. We did the Unholy Alliance 
Tour [2006], and that lasted what, a month and a half? So. ..but that 
was all in arenas, pretty much. There was a couple of club gigs in there 
with Lamb Of God, so. ..it always feels a lot more like home to me." 

...when you play smaller venues? 

"Yeah, it feels a lot more relaxed and, like, not as much pressure 
or something, so usually the gig goes a little smoother for me, in my 
head at least." 

There must have been a marked difference in the size of venues 
you've played. 

"We did the Leviathan headlining run, which was kinda early on 
in Leviathan's life as an album. Like, we had maybe sold only about 
30,000 records with that. Which is good, y'know what I mean? Or 
maybe it was even less." 

"And yeah," adds bassist Troy Sanders, "that's when Leviathan was 
at least four or five months old. That was when we were like, 'Wow, 
we're headlining a clubtour!' and it was very good. Hopefully! A litth 
bigger, a little better!" 

Belfast Mandela Hall (March 2), Dublin Ambassador Theatre (3) 
Wolverhampton Wulfrun Hall (5) Manchester Academy 2 (6), ABC 
Glasgow (7), Sheffield Corporation (12), Nottingham Rock City (13), 
Portsmouth Pyramid Centre (14), London Mean Fiddler (15) 
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APRIL 

Monday 16 

Tuesday 17 

Wednesday 1 8 

MAY 

Monday 07 

Tuesday 08 
Wednesday 09 
Thursday 10 
Friday 
Sunday 
Monday 
Tuesday 



PLUS SPECI^GJJE^ r {: 
With live visuafs tyfteJMedia Lounge 

OXFORD ZODIAC * "= / tfe^&77i 2000 

CAMBRIDGE JUNCTION *■ 1)1223 511 511 
BRIGHTON CONCORDE 2 osvoo 600 100 



11 
13 
14 
15 
Wednesday 16 

Thursday 17 
Friday 18 

Sunday 20 

24 Hr CC hotline: 




SHEFFIELD PLUG 01 14 241 3040 

LEEDS COCKPIT 01 13 245 5570 

PRESTON 53 DEGREES 01772 893 000 

MANCHESTER ACADEMY 3 0161 832 1 1 1 1 

NEWCASTLE ACADEMY 2 0870 771 2000 

NOTTINGHAM ROCK CITY osvi 310 0000 

BIRMINGHAM ACADEMY 2 0870 771 2000 

CARDIFF THE POINT 029 2046 0873 
PORTSMOUTH 

WEDGEWOOD ROOMS 023 9286 3911 

EXETER PHOENIX 01392 667 080 

READING FEZ CLUB 0871 2200 260 

LONDON KOKO 0207 287 0932 
0871 2200 260 or buy on-line: www.gigsandtours.com 

New album 

'The Destruction of Small Ideas' 

out april 30th on Monotreme Records 

Distributed by Cargo 

www.65daysofstatic.com 

A Metropolis Music & Vman Events presentation 
by arrangement with Primary Talent International 
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ThinkSync Films, in collaboration with Raindance, 
is excited to bring back its unique, innovative 
short film competition for 2007 

ThinkSync Films have selected over 30 tracks from a selection of esteemed UK independent 
record labels, and are offering them as free downloads for entrants to use within short films. 
The competition aims to reward those filmmakers who best incorporate one or more of the 
tracks in a film of no more than ten minutes around the theme of TWIST. 

First prize for the competition is a £1000 cash prize and further prizes will be given away at 
a screening of the finalists in June as part of an event to celebrate independent music and 
film. 

Please visit www.thinksyncfilms.com for more information, along with the rules and 
regulations. 

www.thinksyncfilms.com 
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ETHE 



QUEEN ELIZABETH HALL 
2-19 MARCH 
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Friday 2 March 

Queen Elizabeth Hall RETURNS ONLY 

GRUFF RHYS 

plus Voice of the Seven Woods, 

9 Bach and DJ Andy Votel 

Saturday 3 March 
Queen Elizabeth Hall, 7.45pm 
NURSE WITH WOUND 
plus special guest 
Christoph Heemann 

Thursday 8 & Friday 9 March 

Purcell Room, 7.45pm 

TUNNG 

plus Modified Toy Orchestra (8th) 

plus Metronomy (9th) 

I Friday 9 March 
The Front Room at the 
Queen Elizabeth Hall, 5.15pm 
FULBORNTEVERSHAM 



Saturday 10 March 
Purcell Room, 8pm 
MIRACALIX 
plus Gong Gong 



Tickets 0871 663 2500 
www.southbankcentre.co.uk 



SOUTHBANK 
CENTRE 



Monday 12 March 
Purcell Room, 9pm 
BATTLES 



Sunday 18 March 

Queen Elizabeth Hall, 7.45pm 

COLDCUT 

A Tribute to Robert Anton Wilson 

featuring Bill Drummond, 

Mixmaster Morris, Alan Moore 

and Ken Campbell 



Sunday 18 March 
Queen Elizabeth Hall, 2pm 
HUMAN BEATBOX 
CONVENTION 2007 




PLUS GUESTS 

PRINZHORN DANCE SCHOOL 



MARCH 2007 



WED 

THU 

FRI 

SAT 

SUN 

TUES 



7 

8 

9 

10 

11 

13 



BIRMINGHAM ACADEMY 
LEEDS MET UNIVERSITY 
GLASGOW BARROWLANDS 
MANCHESTER ACADEMY 
NORWICH UEA 
BRISTOL ACADEMY 



0870 771 2000 
0113 244 4600 
08700 600100 
0870 771 2000 
01603 508 050 
0870 771 2000 



WED 14 LONDON ASTORIA LATE SHOW (8PM -1AM) 

THU 15 LONDON ASTORIA 0870 060 3777 






CREDIT CARDS TEL: 0870 400 0688 (24HRS) 

BBLIVEnRTIOn.co.uK 

-nCKETRUSH.C0.UK- FREE PRE-RELEASE ALERTS TO YOUR MOBILE 

New Single 'North American Scum' Released 5th March. 
Album 'Sound Of Silver' Released 12th March. 
www.dfarecords.com www.lcdsoundsystem.com 

^& SJM CONCERTS & PCL BY ARRANGEMENT WITH PRIMARY TALENT Q 



Sunday 18 March 

Purcell Room, 8pm 

SHLOMOAND 

THE VOCAL ORCHESTRA 

plus Swingle Singers 







Undinal harmonies 
and analogue swoops 
splash foam over 
sleighbell percussion 
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ocean deep 



Words: Joe Stannard 

Illustration:: Andrew Clare 





Panda Bear 

Person Pitch (Paw Tracks) 

I'd wanted to love Animal Collective and Ariel Pink 
and the rest of the Paw Tracks bunch ever since 
reading the rather fanciful prose they inspired in 
some of my fellow music hacks. I was excited by 
the references to an aesthetic of extreme joy that 
frequently toppled over into something darker, as 
though childhood were a Class A high from which 
we spend the rest of our lives recovering. It sounded 
so inclusive, so inventive, so true. But as any fule 
kno, you should never trust a music journalist. 
Nevertheless, I waited, albeit impatiently, 
for a splinter off the totem. Nothing 
came. Animal Collective's Feels (2005) 
in particular felt like a betrayal of my 
original conception of the Paw Tracks 
aesthetic, a smooth-edged ball of 
watery nothingness. I began to 

resent my peers for their ability 
to perceive what I couldn't. 
Yet another repeat of the 
Magic Eye embarrassment 
of my youth. I never could 
see that fucking sailboat. 
This time though, it was like 
I couldn't even see the sea. 
I forgot about the whole damn 
thing and scuttled back inside my 
shell to put on 'Feel Flows' (Beach Boys) and 'Hot 
Pink' (The Meat Puppets) for the millionth time. 

Then in 2006, 1 experienced two separate, 
unexpected epiphanies. The first was Hollinndagain, 
a live reissue from 2002 that I had missed first time 
around. This was precisely what I'd been waiting 
for, eveything I'd been led to expect; exuberance 
bordering on mania, sweat beneath my five-year 
old fringe, grazed knees, swimming pools and 
impossible escape from a world of trouble. 
Hollinndagain was like childhood gone psychotic, 
crushed into a broken Coke can which Panda Bear, 
Avey Tare and Geologist proceeded to jab into my 
pasty face. I finally got the point, and it was the 
point at which euphoria becomes threateningly 
present rather than absently promised. 

Months later, I found myself immobilised by 
Panda Bear's 'Bros' 1 2-inch. A pop song in love 
with the sheer joy of being a pop song, swathed 
in reverb and in thrall to a simple, insistent melody 
that only became more beautiful with each passing 
cycle. It breathed, it shimmered, it flowed, it defied 
you to dislike it. It was the least cynical thing I'd 
heard all year, unmistakably the work of one of 
the same souls responsible for Hollinndagain, even 




Sung Tongs and Feels, but where those records 
fizzed angrily against the enclosing walls of 
adulthood, 'Bros' pinched its nose, dived into the 
ocean and discovered, miraculously, that it could 
breathe underwater. All of a sudden, everything 
else seemed like a drop in the proverbial. And best 
of all, 'Bros' sounded like a brief hint of something 
to come - how could Panda Bear (aka Noah Lennox) 



drop this on us and leave it at that? How cruel would 
that be? 

Thankfully, Panda Bearain'tthe hurtin' kind, and 
he's delivered, to paraphrase Love Is All, eight times 
that same song. I wouldn't have it any other way, 
in fact, it's with great pleasure that I note that very 
little on Person Pitch deviates from the 'Bros' 
blueprint. That isn't to say you could ever get bored 
with this record - it's as vibrant and colourful and 
constant as an everlasting gobstopper. Fourth- 
world psychedelia shares dubspace with poignant 
circular chanting. Undinal harmonies and analogue 
swoops splash foam over sleighbell percussion. 
Sea-bottom carnival bands shake plankton from 
their instruments and leaf methodically through the 
Martin Denny songbook. Bursts of noise ambush 
wordless, time-stretched vocalese. Avant garde 
methodology has been applied to pop many times 
before, conducted like elective surgery on an ailing 
patient, but these songs couldn't fully exist without 
the eddies and currents that buoy them. Even if 
they are so elementally simple and memorable 
they'd make ideal 2 1 st Century lullabies. In Panda 
Bear's world, the means and ends are indivisible. 

Of course, the pedants are bound to parrot 
forth comparisons, The Beach Boys no doubt 
coming top of the list. As usual, they'll miss the 
point. Person Pitch isn't just a collage of irresistible 
reference points, a checklist of 'influences' like the 
one printed on the sleeve. No, it's more, and again, 
and yet more, and yet again; an abundance of 
ecstasy. And it isn't merely the biggest and best 
splash Paw Tracks have ever made; it's the oceanic 
rock many of us have awaited for decades. Other 
artists have teased us with glimpses of how it 
might sound, with 69-era AR Kane perhaps coming 
closest, and we've gleefully drunk them dry. But 
it's taken one smart and soulful little sunspark 
from Baltimore County to fully realise the potential 
in submerging pop music until it almost loses 
its shape, warping beneath the waves like 
a Technicolor shipwreck. The colours are running. 
Lets chase 'em. 

Joe Stannard talks to Panda Bear 

Person Pitch is extremely cohesive. Did you have any 
specific or general themes in mind when you started 
putting it together? 

" I wanted people to feel good in some way when 
they listened to it, and I always like to explain what's 
going on for me with the music. I used pretty basic 
equipment for all the songs, and the same setup, 
and I think that helped the whole thing to fit 
together. I was really into symmetry and I tried to 
arrange the album that way-for example, in terms 
of the sequencing, it goes short song, medium 
song, long song, short song in the middle, long 
song, medium song, short song. We did the 
artwork that way too. " 
Can you explain a little about the title? 
"I was thinking that having perfect pitch is 
really cool and kind of supernatural. So 
I was thinking about calling it that, 
but then I thought having 'perfect' 
in any title sounds arrogant. Then 
I thought Person Pitch would be 
nice in the sense that I felt the 
music was really coming from me 
and represented who I am in a good 
way. It was the sound of me, or the 
sound (pitch) of a person." 
Why the list of artists and bands on the 
inside sleeve? 

"Questions about influences were always difficult 
forme, so I thought this time I'd really try and go 
at it. I took a second and listed all the things in music 
I thought were most influential for me making the 
album. The album is also almost entirely sample- 
based, so I thought it was especially appropriate to 
give thanks to other musicians. " 
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well heeled 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Illustration: Gemma Correll 

Good Shoes 

Think Before You Speak (Brille) 

Suitably, Good Shoes have panache. Take a nosey at the 
artwork, with its curt, 3D paper shapes in bright pigments 
-the kind of transfixing primary colours you'd stare at in 
powder paint pots at junior school, during wet break - or 
the website's neat fax fonts on pernickety graph paper, 
miniature icons of sharpened pencils and some fluoro- 
Post Its. Videos blink into life, displaying four boys from 
Morden, South London, looking showered-clean and 

The songs are polished 
and trussed up in tight 
ties with flexed tendons, 
moussed barnets and 



a side-parting 



clipped in their natty tops. They tweak back and forth 
like slightly startled puppies. It's all lovely, but I'm dubious, 
y'know? When the image is this dear- so methodically, 
geometrically executed before they've even released 
much, barely moved on from Farley's Rusks -you wonder 
whether this is more, well (she winces as she utters it) 
style over substance. Check out the promo: numbered, 
watermarked and with my name inked in, requiring 
collection from a high security industrial estate in 
deepest Salford. Nevertheless, there's a lot of held- 
breath anticipation surrounding this humble bit of silver 
in a strip of purple cardboard. But! It is actually, 



amazingly, refreshingly, relievingly, quite good. And 
'relievingly' isn't even a word. 

Twitching overlaps of sniffy guitar lines mince 
between bass plonks and a thin, tinny cowbell for 
'Nazanin', opening like two tentative strangers dancing 
a nervously bumbling formation. After endearing first 
steps, it hurtles headfirst into a chant-a-long, paranoid 
rant- "All of my insecurities, summed up! When you 
walk into my room!" -while the lines drop, bop and 
pop along with increasing, infecting confidence. It's 
the perfect aural exaction of those lyrics, with trotting, 
snickering twangs; tempos zooming as weak indie hearts 
flutter faster and pointy indie shoes zap intricately in and 
out of other pointy indie shoes. 'Never Meant To Hurt 
You' is a consonant-dropping gem of honesty and 
horrendously viral convulsions ("Do you ever feel like 
you're lying from the start? I do") to the point where 
feet disengage from muscular control. A strapping, toe- 
tapping blitz of taglines, it's the flurrying centrepiece of 
an otherwise smart but somehow lacking album. Yeah, 
the songs are polished and trussed up in tight ties with 
flexed tendons, moussed barnets and a side-parting, 
ready for their interviews with a baying, expectant public; 
but, as near-irritatingly pleasant as these fussy tunes are, 
they sound slightly, well, scared. They're almost too nasal, 
too carefully formed, too deliberately fastidious. 

Still, enough quibbling. Alertly accomplished, Think 
Before You Speak offers sufficient snacksize melodies 
to keep most happy. It's a nicely interactive album, 
constantly posing questions to the earnest listener and 
replete with opportunities to yap snappy syllables over 
call and retort chorus lines. Quite the sloganeers, Good 
Shoes will undoubtedly end up doing a brilliant line in 
T-shirts. Or bootlaces, or something. Actually, what a 
good idea - I'll patent that last one, I think. Cheers. 



Au Revoir Simone 



The Bird Of Music (Moshi Moshi) 

What we have here, friends, is a prime 
example of girl-group, synth-hooked, indie- 
pop par excellence. Distilling the clarion, 
candy-ass essence of St Etienne, BMX 
Bandits, Belle And Sebastian andThe Postal 
Service - and enhancing the backwash 
with a flood of full on three-way keyboard 
action - Brooklyn's chipper-harmonious 
trio Au Revoir Simone, are saccharine maybe, 
but boy can they boogie. 

Jammed with layered electro, hopped- 
up trumpets, digital handclaps and 
effervescent claviers, The Bird Of Music 
boasts a pure-pop classic as its centrepiece 
in the guise of 'Dark Halls' - part Men 
Without Hats' 'Safety Dance'; part The 
Primitives' 'Crash'; part floral, twirling, 
party-starting clamour. 

Its summery, synth-chugging, singalong 
hallmark resonates throughout the album 
- not least on the 'California Girls'-evoking 
'Fallen Snow'; and the fanfare flourish 
of 'Sad Song'. 
Nicola Meighan 



Iguana (Klein) 

In which a panama hat croons over air- 
conditioned house, my critical faculties fail, 
but my gag reflex takes up the slack and, 
all in all, I become very confused. 

I mean - is it good? How do I know? 
I don't know what it is. I'm mystified. What 
am I supposed to be passing judgement on? 
Do I enjoy it? Uh, well, no, not really. But 
who is it aimed at? Older folk? Younger? Is 
it re-upped cabaret nostalgia or a year zero 
for Noughties ironists? 

Austen's delivery- if you will forgive 
the neatness of my discourse - is pretty 
cold-blooded in that effortlessly phrased 
way wherein emotion is articulated 
without inflection and the most profound 
sentiments are tossed off as carelessly 
as a side salad. All this over sterile dance 
muzak concocted of perspex, cellophane 
and polystyrene, disco slowed to the speed 
of an aimless promenade. 

Maybe it makes sense driving tenderly 
down the autobahn after some exquisite 
orgy on a fucking yacht or something, but 
I don't pretend to know. 
kicking_k 



GuiBoratto 



Chromophobia (Kompakt) 

If all you ask from music is that it put a 
smile on your face (and this is more than 
enough), you probably owe it to yourself 
to pick this up soon. The Brazilian producer 
came from nowhere 1 6 months ago and 
has released a series of killer 1 2-inchers, 
each packed with sparkle and energy. 
Chromophobia is no letdown, sounding 
at times like a more consistent Booka 
Shade, its mercurial synths and microscopic 
percussion tweaked to the optimum level 
of human pleasure ('Gate 7', 'Hera'), at 
others like a blessed-out New Order floating 
through an alchemical netherworld ('Xilo', 
'Beautiful Life'). 

Elsewhere on Chromophobia, there 
are ghostly foghorns, hippity-hoppity 
rhythms, and the very slightest cheeky 
suggestion of good times in the offing, 
which is the surest formula to bring out 
a grin in pretty much anyone. 
Robin Wilks 
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ALBUM OF THE MONTH 

ENTER SHIKARI 

Take To The Skies 

Out 19.03.07 on Ambush Reality 

This debut album runs the gamut 

of genres, from punishing hardcore 

& intense metal to euphoric trance. 

The most powerful album you'll 

hear this year. 




ADULT. 
Why Bother? 

Out 19.03.07 on Thrill Jockey 

Uneasy listening music. 

Uncomfortable, restless, disturbed, 

perverted, awkard & anxious. 

'Why Bother?' hopes to spread the 

word of weird. Abnormal 

motivations, ready & willing. 



THE BLACK DOG 
Book Of Dogma 

Out 19.03.07 on Soma 
'Book of Dogma' is a double CD 
collection of digitally remastered 

classics & rarities from 
one of the most influential figures 
in the British electronica scene. 



BRETT ANDERSON 
Brett Anderson 

Out 12.03.07 on Drowned In Sound 
The solo debut return of one of 

the UK's most critically acclaimed 

singer-songwriters. Personal, 

contemplative & passionate, 

it marks a brave & exciting phase 
for Anderson & his audience. 



PHIL CAMPBELL 
Joy 

Out 12.03.07 on Modo/MMD 

A melodic tour de force which 

references Neil Young, America & 

Elliott Smith with its lush acoustic 

guitar led melodies and heartfelt 

vocals. There's a touch of Ryan 

Adams, The Faces & The Band. 




GOOD SHOES 

Think Before 

You Speak 

Out 26.03.07 on Brille Records 

After a string of increasingly 

brilliant singles Good Shoes release 

their eagerly anticipated album. 

"One of the most exciting debut 

albums in years" Dazed 



HALF COUSIN 
Iodine 

Out 19.03.07 on Gronland 
Half Cousin hail from Orkney 
& combine junk percussion, 
cheap electronics & family 
heirlooms to make distorted 
junkyard pop that is beguiling, 
detailed & euphoric. 



LAU 

Lightweights & 

Gentlemen 

Out 19.03.07 on Reveal Records 
The highly anticipated debut from 

Kris Drever, Aidan 0'Rourke & 

Martin Green. Explosive & beautiful 

- 3 of the finest young musicians 

at the height of their powers. 



y 
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TED LEO 
& THE PHARMACISTS 
Living With The Living 

Out 19.03.07 on Touch & Go 
For their fifth full-length release, 
Ted Leo & the Pharmacists met up 
with Brendan Canty (Fugazi) to iron 
out a new set of anthems with a 
confident & outspoken immediacy. 



TOM MANSI 

& THE ICEBREAKERS 

Holly 

Out 19.03.07 on Kartel 
Tom Mansi's debut mini-album 

'Holly' is a melange of wonky 
country, porch blues & warped 
rock n' roll. For fans of Johnny 

Cash, Tom Waits & Nick ( 









MERZ 
Merz 

Out 12.03.07 on Gronland 

A reissue of Merz's fantastic 

debut which includes previously 

unreleased material and remixes. 

"Merz's debut should be cherished... |.-; 

it will leave you bewitched 

The Guardian 







THE MULES 
We're Good People 

Out 12.03.07 on Kartel 
A strikingly unique fusion 

of stylings old & new, 
taking in post-punk, skiffle, 
country, blues & vaudeville. 



JON REDFERN 
May Be Some Time 

Out now on Reveal Records 

A delicate yet complex mixture 

of heartfelt acoustics & classic 

singer song-writing for fans of 

Nick Drake & John Martyn, 

delicate folk, jazz 

and progressive rock! 



KSBSKEH^HHK: 



THIEF 
Sunchild 

Out 12.03.07 on Sonar Kollectiv 

Thrilling Neo Folk sensation! 

Singer / songwriter Sascha 

Gottschalk & two members of 

Jazzanova bring Jazzanova & the 
Sonar Kollektiv once & for all 
into the world of song writing! 



VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Ballads Of The Book 

Out now on Chemikal Underground 

An ambitious album of 

collaborations featuring the best of 

Scotland's writers & musicians. 

Eagerly anticipated, it's hard to 

imagine an album with more 

impeccable credentials. 
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art brutes 

Words: Noel Gardner 
Illustration: Chris Summerlin 



The hardcore/punk masses are building new edifices on the bedrock of old 



Fucked Up: Year Of The Dog (Blocks Blocks Blocks) 
The Icarus Line: Black Presents (Dim Mak) 
Hot Cross: Risk Revival (Equal Vision) 
Das Oath: Das Oath (Three One G) 
Holy Molar: Cavity Search (Three One G) 
The Locust: New Erections (Epitaph) 
Pulling Teeth: Vicious Skin (Chainsaw Safety) 
Cobra Noir: Barricades (Chainsaw Safety) 
The Legacy: Solitude (Visible Noise) 
Army Of Flying Robots: Discography (Super-Fi) 

Toronto's Fucked Up are currently in a pretty similar 
commercial crawlspace to Rocket From The Crypt 
1 1 or 1 2 years ago. An unobtainable back catalogue 
and employment of mumbo-jumbo, stage names 
and apocrypha has only piqued people's interest, 
and 2006's Hidden World LP garnered notice 



Two minutes per 
song... and they've 
still not sold out 



outside the punk rock city limits. Their latest release, 
'Year Of The Dog', is a 1 2-inch on the Final Fantasy- 
releasing Blocks Blocks Blocks label (Owen Pallett 
played on Hidden World, and was also the subject 
of a Fucked Up 'diss' track, 'Ban Violins'). The single 
itself features lengthy cuts of uncharacteristic, 
and not wholly triumphant rawk mud and a great, 
Poison Idea-ish metallic rager. 



Even if this column was five pages long it'd still 
be a waste of space trying to explain what 'punk' 
or 'hardcore' is. The latest release from The Icarus 
Line, also scene-escaping next big things a few 
years back, is probably at the periphery, though. 
New EP 'Black Presents' is their first release since 
being dropped by V2, and boasts Jesus Lizard/Arab 
On Radar mouthful-of-bees gnarl-outs, sub-Comets 
On Fire psych mangling and pleasant whooshy indie 
jangling. You can still hear echoes of early influences 
like Born Against trapped in there, which has much 
to do with why they've still got something. 

Hot Cross, born of crypto-legendary Nineties 
bands like Saetia and Neil Perry (definitive 'screamo' 
way before such a term might ever have been found 
on a newsstand), have released a bunch of fine 
product on Level Plane Records. Now, with Risk 
Revival, their debut for peculiar Krishna-conscious 
tuff guy label Equal Vision, they threaten to move 
up to the big leagues. This isn't as good as their 
previous full-length, Cryonics, but still has some 
pretty badass moments soaked in the influence of 
falling-downstairs emo and decades-aged metal. 

If you wanted something similar, but without 
the production values, try Das Oath's self-titled 
mini-album on Three One G. The NYC/Netherlands 
transatlantic 'supergroup' could have slotted into 
the San Diego emo scene circa 1995, but this mix 
of sharpened angularity and freeform splatter is 
nonetheless suggestive of early DC hardcore black 
sheep, Void. On the same label, and sharing a 
member somewhere, are Holy Molar. Their 'Cavity 
Search' EP is a scale and polish of fairground prog 
scrunched up into a bitter ball of rage. If it gets slept 
on, the higher-profile new album from abrasive San 



Diego art-hardcore quartet The Locust may cop 

the blame - although Justin Pearson is in both 
bands, so for him it's win-win. New Erections 
(Epitaph) deviates from The Locust's characteristic 
template with moments of gloopy, dragging sludge, 
post-industrial keyboard torture and, on 'God 
Wants Us All To Work In Factories', something 
a bit like Lightning Bolt. Two minutes per song 
and they've still not sold out! 

Two releases on NYC's Chainsaw Safety label fall 
into the 'wimps and posers leave the hall' bracket. 
Pulling Teeth's 'Vicious Skin' has hypnotically 
horrible sleeve art and big porky off-cuts of Poison 
Idea (again) and, especially, Integrity. It's how tough 
guy HC is done without being a painful joke. Cobra 
Noir's Barricades seems thoroughly hoity-toity after 
this, and considering it's actually a pretty blitzing 
platter of epic, crusty hardcore a la His Hero Is Gone, 
that's quite a compliment. 

I saved two Brit bands 'til the end for you. Why 
not wave a comically small flag while reading this 
paragraph? UK 'scene stalwarts' The Legacy find 
an incongruous home on Visible Noise (also home 
to Lostprophets) for their 'Solitude' EP; no great 
deviation in their sound though, chuggy guitars 
and hollered refrains being their bread and water. 
It's competently done, but Christ, there's a fine line 
between mining a groove and, y'know, doing the 
same thing forever. I'll keep the Discography CD 
(Super-Fi) from Nottingham's Army Of Flying 
Robots instead, ta. The digital debut of three 
separate vinyl outings, AOFR play trouser-shredding 
thrashcore that's dead serious and dead funny 
at the same time. They explain the songs in the 
booklet, being punks and everything. 
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loose joints 

Words: Daniel Trilling 

Illustration: Overture 

Tussle 

Telescope Mind (Smalltown Supersound) 
mi 

Myth Takes (Warp) 

Perhaps for some people, dancing is a natural 
process where all they need to do is stick on a tune 
and instantly their limbs lock into the groove, 
syncopating and gyrating to order like a well-oiled 
piece of machinery. For the rest of us, it's a wholly 
awkward experience - especially if there are other 
people around. Your mind wanders, you catch 
the eye of someone else, you become horribly self- 
conscious. That's why we neck stupid amounts of 
booze and drugs. That's also why there's a whole 
industry dedicated to persuading us that dancing 
is a very cool thing to do. Fashion magazines add 
glitz and expensive trainers; people in music videos 
bounce effortlessly up and down on cars, all with 
the intended effect of suppressing the inner voice 
that says: you look like a twat. 

Occasionally, though, a bunch of musicians 
will produce something so wonderfully simple 



and infectious that your body can't help jerking 
spasmodically regardless of who's looking. San 
Franciscan four-piece Tussle are as close as it gets 
with their second album, Telescope Mind. Their 
electro-disco is so minimal, so single-minded that 
you have little choice but to move. Surrounded by 
an electronic miasma, the basslines are sufficiently 
direct and dirty to worm their way into your 
consciousness. 'Warning' is the best instance 

In the cold light of a 
compact disc, ! ! ! have 
left a beery smear 
across my speakers 

of this: a prime example of machine music, where 
a f uzzed-up bass guitar, an arm and a wrist are 
machines as much as any microchip. The album 
closes with a nod to (and collaboration with) their 
New York no wave ancestors, Liquid Liquid. 'Pow' 
is a conveyor belt of clanging metal, marimba and 
playground-style clapping rhythms. 

With Myth Takes, ! ! ! have made the mistake 
of thinking we loved them fortheir brain. If we 
loved them at all, it was fortheir bodies: twitching 



muscles, straining sinews, the glistening sweat 
upon their collective brow as they sent us tastefully 
wild by touching all the right musical reference 
points (Krautrock, punk-funk, early US house and 
techno). While !!! are no doubtstill an appealing 
live act, in the cold, silvery light of a compact disc, 
they have left a beery brown smear across my 
stereo speakers. The ! ! ! party doomsday clock 
has moved five minutes closer to midnight and 
Nic Offer's desperate for a shag. Dry-humping the 
glamorous Japanese girl who can't speak enough 
English to tell him to sod off, he rasps nonsensically 
into her ear. Where once ! ! ! sounded seductive 
and tightly wound, the band now lurch around 
with drunken, red-eyed clumsiness. They've piled 
on too many instruments; the production sounds 
muddy; the bass riffs are shit. They prove that the 
punk-funk revival owed as much to the Red Hot 
Chili Peppers as it did to James Chance And The 
Contortions. It's a shame, of the kind you get 
when you bump into an old drinking pal and realise 
they've turned into a bloated caricature of their 
former self. But thankfully, Tussle are here to 
remind us of a valuable lesson: if in doubt, keep 
your head down, keep moving, and everything 
will be alright. 



Bunny Rabbit 



Lovers And Crypts (Voodoo Eros) 

You may recall a bit of fuss a year or so 
ago relating to Kill Whitey, a fashionable 
Williamsburg nightspot frequented by the 
likes of CocoRosie and their paleface hipster 
chums, which pumps out Miami bass and 
gangsta rap, but crucially, forgot to invite the 
black people (apparently they tend to spoil 
the atmos). Folk generally seemed willing to 
forgive CocoRosie on the grounds they are 
a) quite good and b) completely mental, but 
a quick spin of Bunny Rabbit's Lovers And 
Crypts- released on Bianca Casady's 
Voodoo EROS label - is enough to remind 
you hate can be a virtue. Rabbit rhymes in 
cringeworthy sub-Peaches pottymouth over 



a collection of tirelessly insipid facsimiles 

of booty bass, produced by one - ahem - 
'Black Cracker' (who is, as Borat might say, 
"genuine chocolate face"). It even comes 
dressed in a mock-up Def Jam sleeve, on 
which Bunny Rabbit poses sporting some 
fake gangsta tear tattoos. I don't even think 
she knows she's doing anything wrong. 
Louis Pattison 



Busdnver 



RoadKillOvercoat (Epitaph) 

Until this point in time, Busdriver could be 
surmised as only slightly more palatable 
than a stack of impenetrable polysyllabic 
West Coast MCs with admittedly impressive 
word-releasing abilities. 



RoadKillOvercoatls where the Los 
Angeles rhymer gives rap a comparative 
middle digit, however, concerning himself 
with real live songs over plain tongue- 
twisting oddness. And it's a resounding 
victory, whether considering extremist 
knee-jerk George Dubya reactions on' 
Kill Your Employer (Recreational Paranoia 
IsThe Sport Of Now)' or roping in old pal 
Bianca 'CocoRosie' Casady for a creepy 
crawl through a downbeat downtown 
('Go Slow'). 

'Sun Showers', meanwhile, proves the 
grin-necessitating pinnacle, berating LA 
hipster slackers with on-point lyrical aptitude 
( "They've got easels to stain/People to 
blame/With their egos in flames/And 



their neat codenames"), suggesting 
Outkast aren't the only hip hop stalwarts 
with one eye on wonderfully wonky music 
for the masses. 
Adam Anonymous 



Bobby Conn 



King For A Day (Thrill Jockey) 

Opening with a baby's first gasp and 
concluding with a labouring ventilator, the 
in-between sequinned metaphorically with 
birdsong, cornets, congas, bells, a Wurlitzer, 
a choir and rampaging guitars that come 
on like camp moustaches in the wild, 
Conn's latest opus feels like a homemade 
musical. All those dynamic tricks that 
characterise the epic - verses cruising 
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forgotten boys 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 

Illustration: Sarah Janes for Quality Portraits 

The Stooges 

The Weirdness (Virgin) 

"Rock critics won't like this much, "drawls the Ig 30 seconds in. 
He's gotta be kidding. Critics cream themselves inside out over 
restaged battles and this biz we call show is now half-run by 
the fantasy-pop parlour games of daydreaming fanboys. Nowt 
wrong with dues and mortgages being paid - it's just you'd 
sooner take it in with some supper and a free refill when it hits 
Vegas than actually carry it around with you, let it in. 

Three songs into The Weirdness and you feel a hot flush, 
menopausally vexed that this old flame can still get you so 
horny. It's been so long since you first hooked up to the same 
powerlines, buzzed on that repetition, cut your arm on those 
violent angles, saw that truly modern vision of beauty that still 
burns yo' ass like the map on Bonanza . Openers 'Trollin', 'ATM ' 
and 'You Can't Have Friends' remind you that for all the 'seminal/ 
influential' superlatives it's the glimmering primeval joy of The 
Stooges' music that absolutely resists facsimile, and that JB-like 
jolt it gives you can't exist without a whole lot of hope, humour 
and love. And jeez Louise, check the sound -these old fucks 
swing like boulders on bungees, Ron Asheton spontaneously 
combusting, ex-Minuteman Mike Watt perfectly poised 
throughout and Scott Asheton blasting the boxed-in loud-as- 
fuck space Albini's opened up for him. Even though at times it 
seems that what's being captured here is a first take of something 
under-rehearsed, it don't matter when the moments of lockdown 
are so tight and Ig's imagination is so freewheeling -The Stooges 
in '07 make you realise that for all the lines of lineage drawn 
across the rock-historical map, there's precious little being said 
about what makes a band genuinely unique. Once upon a time 
a mess of ideas from these guys coincided and collided and 
made a totally new statement about the world - nearly 40 years 
on and we're all looking remarkably good, actually thanks for 
asking. And in some senses we're free at last. 

Just listen to the soul stomp of 'ATM', the riff you think is 
Sonic Youth's until you remember where they nicked it from on 
'Idea Of Fun'. The title track just might be the bravest thing here - 
a gorgeous peal of wilting hothouse fragrance from Iggy's croon, 
clear nods east to Berlin and west to Hollywood soundstages 
from the band, saxman Steve MacKay sounding like Andy 
Mackay- it's a dream to hear this band finally able to play the 
songs they want to play, the music they want to make right now. 
And just when you think that 'Greedy Awful People' and 'She 
Took My Money' are two badtime rockers too far, along comes 
a closing suite that strong-arms you into submission -the psych 
melody and motorik thump of 'The Death Of Christianity', 
'Mexican Guy' letting drone meet the Bo Diddley voodoo it's 
always yearned for and then 'Passing Cloud' slipping between 
stratosphere and streetsmarts as quick as the band switch from 
jazz drift to 1 ton riff. By closer 'I'm Fried', s'all you can do to realise, at last, 
that the band The Stooges sound most like now is The Stooges, and what 
a remarkable thing that is. And of course, atop the mountain, Osterberg is 
still the one of the smartest, cattiest, most suggestively poetic and murderously 
accurate lyricists America has left now that JB's gone -just dig the good-time 
goosestep of 'Free And Freaky', the way he balances the infantile and ancient 
in 'The End Of Christianity' and 'Idea Of Fun', the wonderfully strung-out 
romance of 'Passing Cloud'. Throughout, it's a persona that can only be Ig, 




You feel a hot flush, menopausally 
vexed that this old flame can still 
get you so horny 



with a deftness of phrase and rhyme that would shame most mainstream 
rappers right now. What comes shining through the sleazoid fug of 'I'm Fried' 
is that, armed with this band, as this band is armed with him, The Stooges are 
downright fucking unstoppable. And you suspect that every other rock'n'roll 
record you hear this year is gonna sound a little forced, a little joyless, a whole 
lot less naturally godlike. Keep this 'til summer and bomb yourself awake every 
morning with it. A band notjustwithanewlabeland new audience but with 
a new reason to be in your heart, headphones and home. Get stuck in. 



on filmic atmospherics, churning passages 
of instrumental confusion, relentless builds, 
the beloved sudden cutback to a single 
instrument, teasingly repeated motifs, and 
tapering ends of long songs which fray into 
filament-thin frizz. 

And, oh, the melodrama ! That one 
moment, late on, when Bobby, impelled 
by some mystical need, busts through the 
beauty of cooing backing vocals to affirm 
in his gnarliest timbre: 7 want to live! With 
all the animals! "{' AGWmpse of Paradise') 
dragging each word like a fresh kill across 
the forest floor. 

Primeval. Supernatural. 

Sublime. 
kicking_k 



David Karsten Daniels 



Sharp Teeth (Fatcat) 

There's something deeply melancholic 
about the funereal trudge of Daniels' 
defining moment on this LP. 'Beast' plods 
sadly in rhythm and timbre, while swells 
of frustration rise and fall, choirs blow black 
behind the repeated, mostly defeated lyric: 
"You're gonna haveta look/The Beast in 
the face ".Wave after wave of layered, 
impassioned Americana; and then 
a Hammond/Rhodes coda resonant with 
beatific acceptance of fate. On such is Sharp 
Teeth also built: slivers of drone-like string 
arrangements and traditional folk songs 
delivered with a cracked-and-crackled, 
parched sense of fatalism. 



A record that begins with the almost 
cultish 'The Dream Before The RingThat 
Woke Me' and draws to an end with the 
subtly uplifting 'We Go Right On' - a paean 
to the power of spirit, perhaps; angled 
differently, a song full of sorrow - is rather 
an exhausting journey, but happily, sadly, 
Daniels is a very fine navigator. 
JoeShooman 



This Is My Ship (Xtra Mile) 

When I first saw Dartz! play live, a couple 
of years ago in a crowded Manchester 
bar, halfway through the set of blistering 
punk-funkthe band halted, while an IRA- 
chic, balaclava-clad saxophonist shuffled 



onstage, parped a few notes, then shuffled 
off again, much to the bemusement of the 
pub crowd. 

It's kind of sad that no such eccentricities 
make it onto the band's debut album, 
although actually This Is My Ship needs 
such gimmicks as much as Heather Mills 
needs a left shoe. Lo-fi and warm, the 
album's picturesque imagery ('Cold 
Holidays') and Newkie Brown-strong 
Teeside accents are an endearing flipside 
to the po-faced, similarly Gang Of Four- 
influenced indie kids like Bloc Party and all 
that, and in 'Once, Twice, Again! 'Dartz! 
have a song you'll be humming like your 
limbs depended on it. 
Jamie Fullerton 
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to continuing friendships 

Wo rd s : E ve re tt Tr u e 

Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

Tap Tap 

Lanzafame (Stolen Recordings) 

Sometimes, you can't help yourself. 

In the eternal quest for The New, 'novelty 
arrogance' takes over: it seems that if guitarists 
can cause their instruments to lacerate or wig out 
or make sundry weird noises The Song becomes 
unimportant, secondary to The Sound. Fuck that. 
I understand the importance of a properly mic-ed 
churchyard same as anyone, but I was raised on 
pop music: some of my most cherished moments 
therein occurred during the Eighties when 
a phalanx of guitar bands from New Zealand 
somehow tapped into pop's very life force -vocals 
full-throttle, guitars a rush of blood to the feet, 
drums and harmonies riotously enthusiastic, 
sometimes melancholy and subtle because isn't 
life? Specifically, I'm talking the rainy South Island 
college town Dunedin (imagine the town hall 
from Back To The Future and you're partway 
there). More specifically, I'm talking The Chills 
(the painfully sad 'Wet Blanket'), The Bats (the 
riff-driven 'Made Up In Blue') and psychedelic 
malcontents Straitjacket Fits ('Life In One Chord'). 
Heard The Go-Betweens? Yeah, they're similar, 
but. These bands were unfettered. Forster and 
McLennan were all about restraint. 

So. Every day I trudge through another dismal 
haul of a dozen or so CDs, half of which sound like 
a third-rate Franz Ferdinand or candy-ass Yeah 
Yeah Yeahs, and the other half of which want to. 
Every day, I hurl press releases across the floor, and 
sigh. Where's the imagination, the vigour, the 
fuckingy'oy gone from indie pop? Is everyone so 
concerned with sounding like everyone else that 
they've lost sight of the primary motivation for 
forming pop groups, The Song? Where are the 
Kiwis from my twenties, the punk bands of my 
teens, Bis on Top Of The Pops, The Diskettes from 
2002? I want to cut loose! Where can I hear vocals 



echoed to fuck, guitar lines crystal-bright and 
vibrating with delight, melodies that are instantly 
memorable and triple back on themselves with the 
infectious joy of it all? Fuck. Another fucking press 
release that mentions Joy Division. What is wrong 
with people? 

A cardboard sleeve with a stencilled elephant 
and stuck-on track listing comes into sight, with 
a recommendation from people I trust (not other 
critics, but Rough Trade record shop). Shove it on, 
not expecting too much -The Wave Pictures were 
a couple of months ago, and I don't reckon to 
discover more than one glorious song-led indie 
pop band every couple of years. But wait! A minute 
into the opening song, ' 1 00,000 Thoughts', and 
I've lost my heart- 1 can't understand a single 
word, the singer is so rapturous, the harmonies so 
golden, but who cares? Let's sing ! Lyrics never 

So upbeat it makes 
I'm From Barcelona's 
frothy gay Christian 
rock sound like 



Coldplay 



translate into print. That's why they're lyrics. 

Second song, 'She Doesn't Belong' tumbles 
and soars for the stars like a cross between the 
aforementioned Chills and my Nineties Irish crush 
The Frank And Walters, and yes. . . I'm sold. The 
way the vocals vibrate, mic overloaded. The way 
the drums come pounding through solid and 
friendly. The guitars that nestle snugly up to the 
other guitars. And of course, it's about The Sound, 
not just The Song -Phil Spector, Sonic Youth and 
Ramones understood that, as did Flying Nun, why 
don't more artists? 'To Our Continuing Friendship' 
is so upbeat it makes I'm From Barcelona's frothy 
gay Christian rock sound like Coldplay. 'I Am A 
Kite' serenades like springtime, all barnyard clatter 
and kitchen banter, bouncierthan a kingdom full 
of 10-foot tall bouncy castles... and so it continues. 



What would you like to know? Tap Tap are 
from Reading, UK. This is their debut. Their 
singer is called Thomas Sanders, and he's also 
a member of Pete And The Pirates - a band on 
the excellent underground pop label Purr that 
I must check out, sooner than later. And I so love 
them, it ain't true. 

Everett True speaks to Thomas Sanders 

Who or what is Tap Tap? 

"Tap Tap is Thomas Sanders from Reading Town. 
It's something that's been kindled and nurtured 
more by other people than by me; I just wrote 
some songs and then stuff started happening. 
It's mighty strange." 

What's your definition of pop music (just 
for today)? 

"I'd say that pop music is just simple songs usually 
about love or sex. I think it strongly relies on being 
addictive and easy to digest. Clear melodies, simple 
harmonies, danceable beats. . . it's fucking textbook 
stuff. But that doesn't mean it's all insipid tat. For 
me the best melodies ever made have been the 
simplest-the ones that make you think, 'Shit, 
why couldn't I have written that?'" 
Who or what first inspired you to start 
singing? 

" Probably my friends. I grew up around people 
playing guitars, writing songs, learning how to 
record at home etc, and I'd hear something that 
someone had done and think, That's amazing, I've 
got to aspire to that'. It's still a constant motivation 
for me, listening to what my friends/bandmates 
are up to." 

Please tell me an anecdote from the recording 
of Lanzafame. 

"There's not a great deal to tell. I recorded all the 
songs in my bedroom using very cheap equipment. 
The drum kit was literally falling apart. All the 
guitars and bass are played through the same 
amplifier. It was a real lesson in getting the most 
out of nothing. I think it's hilarious when people 
say it sounds unique. I'm like, 'Yeah, you should 
have seen how it was made'." 
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Distance 

My Demons (Planet Mu) 

Distance's fascination with the dark and the charged originates in his metal 
fandom, making him somewhat idiosyncratic among dubstep producers. 
The taut, controlled play on the tensions between a relatively small palette 
of sounds - b-line, kicks and snares, rarely more than a few other lines at 
any one time, and only sampled vocals - is both the strength and limit of 
My Demons. 

The title track is a classic, with a post Digital Mystikz skank, a bass that 
rolls between quiet dubby suspensions, four bar structures that hang 
together as much as move into each other. 'Traffic' (another biggun) is more 
urgent, driving on with an angry momentum; 'Night Vision' and 'Cella'are 
softer, yet still ominously poised; 'Cyclops' and 'Ska' combine steppa rhythms 
with metallic (I mean sonically, not just generically) anti-melodies. Overall, 
this is a brilliant summation of a particular dubstep corner and mood. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Dear And The Headlights 



Small Steps, Heavy Hooves 
(Equal Vision) 

I read that this Phoenix band was like the 
new Jimmy EatWorld. Cool, so. . .Gloriously 
crunchy studio-steroid guitars and the wail 
of a distinct (though hardly arresting) vocal? 
No. A cacophony of weird-ass influences 
rattle contrastingly through this record;The 
Arcade Fire, Counting Crows, Radiohead, 
Keane, David And The Citizens. So are these 
guys like the Matmos or Avalanches of fey 
emo-indie? Yes, but it's a splurge of a record; 
a dense regurgitation purged with relief. 
DearAndThe Headlights can amaze-the 
ceaseless power in the vocals of 'Happy 
In Love' and the guitar interplay of 'Paper 
Bag' - but the melodies meander. I wanted 
meaty, brainless hooks that were fun to 
sing and made me forget, not introspective 
ponderings over schizophrenic musical 
styles. I save that forTuesdays. 
Jon Falcone 



William D Drake 



Briny Hooves (sheBear) 
Yew's Paw (Onomatopoeia) 

William D Drake's is an odd strain of genius. 
He's Nick Drake's distant cousin, but Bill's 
strain of melancholy is not willowy and 
fragile like the latter- it's dramatic and 
absurd, and his rough, oaky voice sounds 
both weak and fiercely determined. 

Briny Hooves Is produced with lushness 
and great drama, which suits the personality 
of his songs perfectly. 'Melancholy World' 
is quintessential Drake, as pretty as it is 
eccentric; and the ascending trumpet on 
'Seahorse' could take anyone's breath away. 

Released on the same day is Yew's 
Paw, a collection of his solo piano 
compositions. They're just as impressive, 
combining modern-classical influences, 
jazz inflections and the moods of silent film 
music. Drake's miniatures weave through 
dozens of variations in the space of minutes, 
but they also retain a serene beauty 
reminiscent of Debussy, thanks in part 
to his dazzling piano technique. 
Robin Wilks 



The Earhes 



The Enemy Chorus (Gronland/Names) 

The thing you gotta hand to Anglo-American 
record collectors The Earlies is how they'd 
never ever let a good song get in the way 
of any theoretically pleasing idea. Which 
makes their sophmore album equal part 
genius pop mirage and equal part annoyingly 
PC exercise in bearded nu-prog. Even in The 
Earlies' quietest moments, Supertramp are 
never really that far way. But the Dennis 



Wilson balladry of 'Little Trooper' is 
irresistible, as are the subtle violins and 
accordions. 'The Enemy Chorus' is the sound 
of Julian Cope's Krautrocksamplerqrow'mq 
arms and legs to create the free music its 
author could only hear in his head when 
The Teardrop Explodes recorded Wilder. 
Andres Lokko 



I'll Sleep When You're Dead 
(Definitive Jux) 

Better than Fantastic Damage- for those 
that know, you need read no further, for 
those that don't, start with Company Flow's 
Funcrusher Plus and 'EndTo End Burners', 
move on to Cannibal Ox's The Cold Vein and 
then slip straight to the next sentence. Forget 
what guests (Trent Reznorjhe MarsVolta, 
Matt Sweeney, Tame One) grace this second 
masterpiece from El Producto - just dig the 
way that everything here is fucked with, put 
through a grinder who's settings switch 
from dub to psych to electro but are always 
garnished with rhymes both hugely 
suggestive and mercilessly accurate - 
highlights 'Smithereens', 'UpAII Night', 
'Drive' and 'The Overly DramaticTruth' 
work both as brainjangling pop music and 
speaker-wrecking sonic art-hooliganism of 
the highest order. You might've expected this 
to be good but I doubt even El-P expected 
it'd be exactly this rewarding and righteous. 
Neil Kulkarni 



Explosions In The Sky 



All Of A Sudden I Miss Everyone 
(Bella Union) 

It takes 28 seconds or so before the oxygen is 
sucked out of your lungs for the first time. It 
happens more than once over the course of 
the CD. The cymbals shiver, the guitars burn 
and fade like vapour trails, and it feels like 
looking out over Monument Valley, or the 
Grand Canyon. 

And if you know Explosions In The Sky, 
then you know. The same martial drums, the 
guitars shimmering and spidering over and 
around each other, the heartbeat bass. That 
same sense of battered hope, of throat- 
tightening beauty. The fall to ominous, 
drifting ambience and the summit of 
battering, overwhelming noise, like Lear on 
the heath. But really, listing the ingredients 
of this album seems like listing the types 
of rock that the Himalayas are made of. 
Ben Hoyle 

in the studio: 
explosions in the sky 

We listened to: "FourTet's Rounds, Animal 
Collective's Feels, Cat Power's Covers Record 



and You Are Free, Nirvana's In Utero, a mix 
CD of Fugazi, Liars' Drums Not Dead and 
that theme from Terrence Malick's The New 
World- 1 believe it's called 'Das Rheingold'." 
We ate: "We were in Minnesota at 
Pachyderm Studios, a pretty isolated studio 
near a small town with one grocery store. 
We cooked cheeseburgers on the grill a 
couple of times. Made tacos another night. 
Pizzas upon pizzas. Homemade milkshakes." 
We watched: "Three full seasons of the 
Canadian TV show, Trailer Park Boys. 
We also watched most of Spike Lee's 
When the Levees Broke on H BO." 



Fear Before The March 
Of Flames 



The Always Open Mouth (Equal Vision) 

Is it regressive to become infatuated with 
screaming hardcore upon hitting your 
mid-twenties oblivion? Maybe. But for every 
bleeding heart indie wimp pitter-pattering 
around their issues with all the shameful 
self-involvement of the teenaged tantrum- 
throwers to whom screamo supposedly 
appeals, there's a truckload of noisy bastards 
calling out the world with greater accuracy. 
Two years after the jarring Art Damage, 
Denver's Fear Before The March Of Flames 
have come of age. Happily, shouting and 
bawling as if all their parents have just 
been annihilated en masse doesn't prevent 
snippets of latter day Fugazi-fashion 
harmonies emerging and bewitching. 
In 'Taking Cassandra To The End OfThe World 
Party', FBTMOF have something of a mission 
statement: a human face to conceptual 
predictions of imminent global meltdown. 
Adam Anonymous 



Funkstorung 



Appendix (!K7) 

The broad church for whom the late 
Funkstorung applied their stately, busted- 
spring glitch hop was always at odds 
with their rep as the zealously- nurtured 
favourites of sweaty-palmed IDM purists. 
Their second reconfiguring of Bjork's 'All 
Is Full Of Love' flings the giblets of a classic 
even further, and by whipping it uptempo 
into a venomous confection it's a great 
improvement on the first. Elsewhere, it's 
oddball commissions such as a metal-bop 
pummelling ofThe Raveonettes' 'Love In A 
Trashcan' which throw up the most rewards, 
and the stuttering disembowellings of 
Barry Adamson's 'Whispering Streets', and 
Beanfield's 'Close To You' make up a sublime 
blueprint of the fractured future-slums r'n'b 
might skulk around in an ideal world. 
James Papademetrie 



Future Pilot AKA 



Secrets From The Clockhouse 
(Creeping Bent) 

A one-man navigator through the vagaries 
of sonic joy, Glasgow's Future Pilot AKA is 
one Sushil K Dade: a dude who's worked 
with Philip Glass, The Pastels, Damo Suzuki 
and Mikey Dread (not to mention a stint with 
indie popsters The Soup Dragons) and who's 
just unveiled a congenial masterpiece with 
this, his fourth release. Its staggering cameos 
include Kim Gordon andThurston Moore (the 
all-star Sun Ra love-in, 'Nuclear War'), B&S' 
Stuart Murdoch and Sarah Martin ('Eyes Of 
Love'), The Go-Betweens' Grant McLennan 
and Robert Forster ('City Of Lights') and a 
cast of Scottish mavericks including Karine 
Polwart, Alex Neilson and Alasdair Gray. 



Secrets From The Clockhouse is a Celtic 
Mela of meditative instrumentals, primal 
bossanova, poetry, folk and blissed-out 
devotionals. Glorious. 
Nicola Meighan 



In Stormy Nights (Drag City) 

Tokyo's psych-folk troop Ghost mix up the 
styles on In Stormy Nights, their ninth full- 
length release for Drag City. It begins brightly 
enough with 'Motherly Bluster', which sees 
head shaman Masaki Batoh's bruised and 
breathy English accent navigate between 
delicately woven string figurations. But 
proceedings deteriorate with the album's 
centrepiece, the sprawling 'Hemicyclic 
Anthelio', a rambling, directionless, 
improvised beast that could have greatly 
benefited from a whole lot of editing. Then 
follows a triumvirate of timpani-driven 
tracks, concluding with a version of 
Cromagnon's 'Caledonia', that promises 
grandiose bombast, but delivers only 
pompous sub-gothic posturing. But Ghost go 
out on a high with 'Grisaille', as Batoh again 
assumes the mantle of the crooning arch- 
balladeer, while Michio Kurihara's guitar, 
finally free of its martial shackles, climbs for 
the skies. If only all of In Stormy Nights were 
this bewitchingly beautiful. 
Spencer Grady 



Carlos Giffoni 



Arrogance (No Fun Productions) 

Even if Carlos Giffoni was known for nothing 
more than his position as the curator of 
Brooklyn's annual No Fun Fest, he would still 
be one of the most key figures operating in 
the US noise underground. As it is, the last 
few years have seen this Venezuelan-born 
design graduate carve out an impressive 
reputation as collaborator (Thurston, 
O'Rourke, Merzbow) and brain-bending 
sound artist in his own right. Inspired by 
"one of the most powerful and complex 
emotions of humankind", Arrogance is 
intense, psychedelic analogue electronics 
built from shifting layers that rub, crunch 
and swallow one another like tectonic plates. 
It's the analogue equivalent to that Mego 
landmark, Kevin Drumm's Sheer Hellish 
Miasma -sustained, ultra-heavy body 
music that at its climaxes hits spots other 
noise music can only dream of reaching. 
Louis Pattison 



Bryan Ferry 



Dylanesque (Virgin) 

Weird innit. Love The Band. Love Jimi's/Nina 
Simone's covers. Hate Dylan, for the exact 
same reasons he probably hates himself, yet 
love this set of reworkings precisely because 
Bry sounds nothing like Bob, all the grit and 
gnarlyness of the originals replaced with 
a bristling tension and ancient wonder that 
only Ferry can bring. And I haven't heard the 
sallow one sing so clearly and effectively in 
years - love the castanets on 'Tom Thumb's 
Blues' that immediately places it firmly in 
'Stranded'/'Amazona' territory, love the way 
'Make You Feel My Love' and 'All I Really 
Want To Do' are exercises in lushness and 
balladry Ferry hasn't pulled off in years, while 
'Positively 4th Street' and 'Gates Of Eden' 
are reimaginings/reinvigorations you'd 
scarcely think him capable of.A damn sight 
better than you'd think and often way more 
successful than you thought possible. 
Neil Kulkarni 
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New album 
Out now 

Includes the singles Love You 
and Pin That Badge 

'Plundering Sun-era rockabilly 

and 6o's garage, an altogether 

leaner, meaner deal... great' 



'a sweaty, dirty cellarful of noise' 
4/5 MOJO 

'pitting street corner punk vocals 
against volleys of reverb and twang 
with an urgency that makes them 
substantially more than retro fare' 
4/5 THE GUARDIAN 

'nouveau blues genius' 
WORD 

www.littlebarrie.com 
www.myspace . com/littlebarrie 
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Scotch Egg is proof 
8-bit works in three 
dimensions 
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link's awakening 

Words: Louis Pattison 

DJ Scotch Egg Photography: Mei Lewis 



The spirit of 8-bit is taking electronica back to its basics 



DJ Scotch Egg: Scotch Hausen 

(Very Friendly/Adaadat) 

Various: 8-Bit Operators: The Music Of Kraftwerk 

(Astralwerks US) 

Strange Attractor Vs Disinformation: 

Circuit Blasting (Adaadat) 

Tuk: Shallow Water Blackout (K-RAA-K) 

Tujiko Noriko: Solo (Editions Mego) 

Wasn't much music around when I was 
a youngster. The one record I can remember 
inheriting off my dad was a copy of The Times 
They Are A'Changiri 'that had been left on 
the front seat of a car and warped in the sun. 
Placed on a turntable, it flung off the stylus 
like a stroppy child. I didn't persevere. 

I'm glad my pre-teen years weren't 
soundtracked bythe whine of a protest that 
had already run its course. Instead, my leisure 
time was soundtracked by the coruscating 
digital roar of a loading ZX Spectrum, or by 
the strange, vestigial music that scored these 
primitive games: buzzy, bass-free melodies 
filtering from a speaker the size of a postage 
stamp, often amateurish or irritating, but 
occasionally filled with a strange, emotional 
yearning -even if the yearning was simply 
the urge to make the leap, to hunt down the 
crystal, to dispatch the enemy bythe perfectly 
logical procedure of jumping on his head. 

They call them formative years for a reason. 
This yearning might have been abstract and 
synthesised, mere 4-bit simulation of real 
human emotions, but it never quite went 
away. Witness the simmering popularity of 



'chiptunes', a global network of artists using 
hacked 8-bit hardware or custom-made 
programs like the Gameboy sequencer 
Nanoloop (www.nanoloop.de) to make 
primitive electronic music. One Nanoloop 
pioneer is DJ Scotch Egg, aka Yokohama 
musician Shige Isihara. Initially easy to dismiss 
as a novelty- his debut, KFCCore, was a sort 
of concept piece about fried chicken - he 
absolutelytearsitup live, and new album 
Scotch Hausen displays evidence of more 
diverse influences hidden beneath the milky- 
white casing. Part gonzo pop, part noise attack, 
it's a collection of musical homages -to JS Bach 
and Karlheinz Stockhausen, Ruins and destitute 
outsider composer Moondog - recreated as 
explosive gabba jingles peppered with shrieked 
glossolalia and nursery rhyme singsongs. 
Beyond the chipcore, too, there's an ambient 
piece made with bells and chimes, and a track 
where Ishihara marshals a schoolyard choir to 
sing along to 'Scotch Sundance'. Scotch Egg is 
proof 8-bit works in three dimensions. 

8-Bit Operators: The Music Of Kraftwerk is 
a compilation of Krafty covers by international 
acts that finds an unlikely home on Astralwerks 
US. Kraftwerk remain a prismatic force in 
electronic music- beam a laser on them from 
whatever angle and you'll reveal a new arc 
of influence to pursue. Glomag's 'Pocket 
Calculator' is chunky, meaty, and playful, while 
gwEm and Counter Resist's 'The Man Machine' 
is sludgy splatter-rave inna luminous jackets 
and glo-stick vein. As a collection, it's hardly 
essential, but it's a neat impression of 8-bit's 



capabilities for recreation, a Systems Profile 
of the collective chiptune consciousness. 

One step beyond Nanoloop beatmaking 
isthephenomeon of 'circuit-bending', 
ripping out the innards of battery-powered 
technology to form new circuits and sounds. 
On Circuit Blasting, Strange Attractor Vs 
Disinformation work along similar principles, 
just without the welding iron; blasting 
a vintage keyboard with high-voltage 
Tesla waves, they provoke a strange, auto- 
generative language of hums, buzzes and 
clicks. Truthfully, it's more playful in spirit than 
in result, but the occasional snatch of repetitive 
melody is a strangely eerie thing, the sound 
of artificial intelligence drunk on chaos, 
stumbling forth in song. 

A few records prove there's sti 1 1 1 if e outside 
of Marioland. Tuk's Shallow Water Blackout 
is the flat-out loveliest electronica record on 
the year thus far, shimmering laptop concrete 
that, like Fennesz's Endless Summer, conjures 
beautiful, Elysian melodies out of a thorny 
chaos of glitch, noise, and super-processed 
instrumentation. Was that once a real harp? 
Or just a trick of the ear? You won't care. 

Finally, Solo, by Japanese chanteuse Tujiko 
Noriko. Nine songs of lonely rapture, it's the 
sound of J-Pop set adrift on a somnambulant 
fog of laptop ambience. Pleasingly, a certain 
Japanese eccentricity lingers: if you want to 
send Ms Noriko an email through her website, 
you'll have to hover your cursor over a small 
picture of her farting the word 'Mail' out her 
arse. I don't think I have anything to add. 
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LCD Soundsystem 

Sound Of Silver (DFA/EMI) 
James Murphy is a hamster-faced bundle of 
plump loveliness. James Murphy's world is 
made of prickles and bubbles and tiny sharp 
things, and everything is textured like the 
pavement underthe thin soles of your 
Converse. Once bitten twice shy and all, 
we approach Sound Of Silver with tentative 
fingertips. How hard we fell last time, 
swooning to 'Losing My Edge', raving to 'Yeah 
(Crass Version)': then collapsing as the album 
landed leaden and lumpish, like the Greatest 
Hits collection of a band you're already too 
old for. But thistime?Notthis time. 

Sound Of Silver opens with a sly nod 
in the shape of the 'Losing My Edge' 
drumbeat, tenders a gentle rib-poke with 
a cowbell, then canters off. Sometimes it 
even soars. It's sporting a saddle blanket 
made of scraps and quotes and influences 
(Kra ftwerkenoliquidliquidwasnotwasta I king- 
heads, as those of a dissection-minded bent 
might say) but we need not concern ourselves 
with that: rather, let's take a moment to rein 
things in and skim the backs of our hands 
across this record, assessing the visibility of 
its ribcage, the sharpness of its hipbones, 
the condition of its shoulders and neck. 

First thoughts. 'UsvThem'isupthere 
with 'Yeah' for dumb-headed, beautiful 
belligerence; 'Watch The Tapes' is a dazzling 
cluster of chants, bangs and yelps; and 'Get 
Innocuous', with its crazy-ass drum fills and 
heavily processed vocals and laconic girl-rap, 
is the song you needed to hear last time you 
were off your tits but the DJ couldn't play 



because it 
hadn't been 
written yet. All 

bangers, no mash? ^ r 

Not quite: the 
electro-ballad 
'Someone Great' doesn't 
quite come off, 'New York I Love You 
But You're Bringing Me Down' - a love- 
hate ode to Murphy's hipster trainwreck of 
a hometown -seems a little obvious, and the 
opening lyrical chant of the album's title track 
("Sound of silver talk to me/Makes you want 

The drums are the 
heelclicks of a child 
tapdancing on a 
shopping mall floor 

to feel like a teenager/Until you remember 
the feelings of I A real live emotional teenager/ 
Then you think again") is so heinously nails 
down blackboard that there's a very real 
danger you'll never get past it to listen to the 
incredibly sinister deep house trip-out that 
lies beyond, all sparkling like raindrops and 
mercury, which would be a shame. 

But that, my friends, is LCD Soundsystem 
all over. Somehow they manageto combine 
being the most zeitgiesty band in the world 
withaslighlybuffoonishgrotesqueriethat 
itself is full of charm because it is so entirely 
supplanted by the inexorable appeal of the 
hooks and beats. Take 'North American Scum', 
for example. Murphy's voice is cracking and 



raying 
like rope 
he's 
delivering a cringe- 
worthy diatribe 
about how, um, New 
York rents are quite 
high and how the 
nightclubs don't stay 
open as late in New York 
as they do in Berlin and Spain-diddums-but 
none of that matters. 

As the track cranks its way into action 
(imperative, unstoppable, an erection jerking 
its way into life with every bloodbeat), there 
is a sense of being split apart. Cringe, goes 
your mind, butthesynths are whirling lassoes 
in the air; the drums are the heelclicks of a 
child tapdancing on the lino of a shopping 
mall floor, and your body moves instinctively 
in response, like a throwaround at a rodeo. 
It's exhilarating. These noises, these blips and 
synth swells, they're just, like, doing things 
to you - moving your face, positioning you, 
pulling you this way and that, till you're not 
sure which bits of you are you anymore, 
or what you went and did with your once- 
precious sense of freewill. His voice is weak, 
as though he has a cold, his James Murphy 
Talks Politics schtick is trite; but it matters not; 
Soi/nc/OfS/A/er'slikea beautiful boy on drugs 
chatting shit and you don't know what he's 
saying and he's being really boring and you 
don't care because you're like, oh my god, the 
shape of his cheekbones, the twist of his lips. 



Grinderman 



Grinderman (Mute) 

Despite some classic signs of midlife crisis - 
experiments in facial hair styling, the taking 
up of loud rock guitar -Grinderman is less a 
doomed attempt to recapture the bloodlust 
of The Birthday Party than a kind of Bad 
Seeds holiday album, as Nick and company 



loosen their collars and try to shrug off the 
heavy layers of 25 years of significance. 
With its wry, sometimes frustratingly 
flippant lyrics, and a sound that rejects both 
the mid-Eighties thunder-and-clank and the 
apocalyptic Scott Walker melodramas of the 
early Nineties in favour of a more primitive 
take on loudness, Grinderman recalls that 



last exercise in air-clearing, the wilfully 
patchy Murder Ballads.\Nmen Ellis does 
his damnedestto melt violin and wah-wah 
pedal together; 'When My Love Comes 
Down' is a brooding roll back through 
those mythical haunted swamplands and 
'Get It On' a rasping, boorish gang taunt, 
Cave embracing guitar with the greedy 



enthusiasm of a man finally able to realise 
his rock star fantasies (oh, the irony). 

But for all the four-guys-in-a-garage 
casualness, Grinderman can't avoid pulsing 
with the comfortable swagger of The Bad 
Seeds, a group whose suits are worn too 
deep to truly cast off. 
Abi Bliss 
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MV & EE With The Bummer Road 

Green Blues (Ecstatic Peace) 

Fifteen years back, we had none of this Weird Americana 'free folk' shit. 
We called music like this - amorphous, blissed-out guitars, dreamy pastoral 
vocals, chords left to linger over cloudbursts of percussion - psychedelic, 
and were done with it. Wasn't a put down, far from it: psychedelic could 
cover Sonic Youth's more reflective moments (the post-coital comedown 
of 'I Love Her All The Time' on Bad Moon Rising), Kramer's sadly funny 
observational stoner rock in Bongwater and BALL, Spacemen 3's monolithic 
groove. We'd banter words like 'transcendent', in a whirligig about sofas. 
I know nothing of terminology now: Pitchfork has it that MV & EE are 
"subverting the shopworn conventions of roots music", which is a little 
like saying Swans used to play loud; Spin magazine mentions "swirling 
Van Gough star fields", which is not only misspelled but akin to painting 
with pool cues; Volcanic Tongue invokes Devendra Banhart and Joanna 
Newsom, which is both misleading and like contrasting sky with a stationary 
locomotive (nonsensical). 

Green Blues sounds like all of the above and none. There are tunes you 
can whistle, lazily (the rhapsodic, laidback 'East Mountain Joint', the awe- 
struck 'Canned Happiness'). There are trance-inducing noises and many men 
with beards (the closing 'Final Hiss' lingers for 1 8 minutes, and you want it to 
linger for 18 hours), a beautiful female voice. There's an electric dulcimer, a 
tambura, some "lunar drum environments". Sometimes, it's so 'other' it 
reminds me of The Residents, circa 1978. A theme -that of a yearning for 
companionship - seems to run cyclically through the album, later songs 
echoing earlier songs' lyrics and musical signatures. It's astonishingly well- 
rounded and approachable. Green Blues rocks my world, big time. 
Everett True 



Lianne Hall 



Abandon Ship (Local Kid) 

This wistful album is rawer than Laura 
Cantrell, and tips more than a wink to the 
stripped-back sound synonymous with 
Chan Marshall. 

It's heartbreak-by-numbers, Brighton- 
style (where Lianne Hall resides), and is the 
perfect soundtrack for a lesbian girl who's 
been dumped to stare out the window to, 
knowing that a hot hetero chick, who's just 
trying out girls for fun, is on her old side of 
the bed. Unlike Chan Marshall's songs, which 
make you want to cry till your eyes sting and 
write till your fingers snap, this is sweet and 
inoffensive, but ultimately it's another girl 
with a guitar, singing about someone fucking 
her up, and while we've all been there, we've 
also heard it all before. 
Natalie Boxall 



Hauscka 



Room To Expand (Fatcat) 

Following Max Richter's superb Songs From 
^eforecomes another gem on Fatcat that 
falls somewhere between the cracks of 
classicism and pastoral electronica.Volker 
Bertelmann's exploration of the piano, 
through preparation and treatment, conjure 
an array of rustling, scraping and percussive 
sounds. These textures are commonplace 
on the free improv circuit, but Bertelmann 
moulds this debris into beautiful shapes, 
delicate mood pieces and rhythmically 
infused vignettes. The influence of Reich 
and Nyman's minimalism is keenly felt, as is 
the sparse music of Satie, Ravel and Debussy 
and the deconstructionist agenda of Cage. 
But make no mistake, this is a decidedly 
modern music, with synthesisers and drum 
machines deployed for accompaniment and 
to telling effect. Room To Expand \s well 
named, adventurous in its scope, finding 
new ways into the guts of tradition. 
Spencer Grady 



The High Llamas 



Can Cladders (Drag City) 

The High Llamas have been tagged Britain's 
'most reclusive band'. Like Moose, they are 



a perennially flowering desert cactus of an 
outfit, heedless of temporality or history. 
With even the most financially cloistered of 
indie personages now commenting on the 
'kingdom of doom' our paranoia-fuelled 
world resembles, this album might seem like 
an oasis of indulgence. Keyboards not heard 
since Country Joe AndThe Fish last packed 
up, orchestral backing a la Van Dyke Parks 
and David Ackles. But Sean O'Hagan, from 
Microdisney on, has always been an under- 
acknowledged talent. Can Cladders is far 
from over-easy: 'Honeytrop' skanks its west 
coast sounds, a quartet of female vocalists 
cut in on 'Old Spring Town'. The High Llamas 
are laid back but interested, not so much 
blissfully ignorant of a society addled with 
false anxieties, as joyously active in denying 
it.They deserve our patronage. 
Steve Hanson 



In The Country 



Losing Stones, Collecting Bones 
(Rune Grammofon) 

In The Country are a Norwegian piano trio. 
I heard them play in the banlieueso\ Paris 
where there is land to build new spaces for 
music that could never exist in London. 
Cartographically surrounded by a place still 
uncharted, there is an intimacy in this room, 
as can be found in the meandering of these 
songs about unspoken mortality. The room 
is dark and quiet and seated, yet small. The 
audience surround Morten Qvenild as he 
expertly leads us through desolate trails 
of crescendos, and we could be anywhere: 
their throats haven't told us anything. And 
then they endlessly repeat one sentence so 
reductionist and ridiculous and altruistic you 
cannot say it, but croon it from the chest. It 
is all I can remember now: "Everyone's going 
to die/Everyone live their life ". 
Miranda lossifidis 



Conqueror (HydraHead) 

When Justin Broadrick softly sings, "Are 
we worth saving? "on 'Old Year', it's worth 
remembering that this is the same man who 
once started a Godflesh album with the 



guttural growl, "Breed. . . like rats! " Jesu 
isn't a rejection of Broadrick's past but an 
extension of it - the newest demonstration 
that he's one of those few musical souls who 
retains not only an open mind but also the 
capability to work with different possibilities. 

So Conqueror, like Jesu's first album 
and EP, is as crushing as Godflesh ever were 
but twinned with an aspirational warmth - 
even an occasional major key -that has 
drawn understandable comparisons to 
bands like My Bloody Valentine and Mogwai. 
But ConquerorUas its own beautiful logic - 
and Broadrick's vocals, sometimes tinged 
with a gentle electronic hum, here invite 
where earlier they would hector.Above all, 
'Weightless And Horizontal', with its soft as 
silk lead melody and lines like "Wash away 
your tears " riding above the slow crunch 
towards a lump in throat conclusion, is that 
rarest of things - an invitation to hope that 
sounds nothing like gloop. 
Ned Raggett 

in the studio: Justin broadrick 

I listened to: "The mix of the first Jesu 

song on the split record with Battle Of 

Mice, over and over again, attempting to 

get it right. Apart from that, Bailterspace 

and Limewax." 

I ate: "Muesli without sugar or a warm 

croissant with mature cheese. . . " 

I watched: "Software on the Mac monitor. 

NoTV in my studio. . . No clock either! " 



Mark Kozelek 



Little Drummer Boy (Caldo Verde) 

There's no denying the heartwrenching 
beauty of Kozelek's songs. From Red House 
Painters and Sun Kil Moon to his solo 
ventures, his work reveals an uncanny ability 
to scratch our emotional sores and leave 
them bleeding. But his fortune is also his 
curse. Over-exposure to Kozelek's music 
can become the most arduous of endurance 
tests. Little Drummer Boy drops a double 
set of live recordings of tracks spanning 
Kozelek's career and it is exactly this 
setting which, while a boon for the fanboy, 
is problematic for many. 

Shorn of any accompaniment, Kozelek's 
performances are too exposed and painfully 
tortured, leaving the listener to pick up the 
pieces. The answer, of course, is to ingest 
in bite-sized portions. It would be criminal 
to miss out on any one of these songs, 
with classic heartbreakers 'Katy Song' and 
'Down Colorful Hill', the confessional 'Glenn 
Tipton' and a version of Modest Mouse's 
'Tiny Cities' all benefiting from particularly 
fine renditions. But festive treats should 
not be overindulged in, and this one is 
no different. 
Spencer Grady 



Ladyfinger (ne) 



Heavy Hands (Saddle Creek) 

I've had a moment-'07 breakthrough 
number one. It started off as gentle taps 
on my indie rock shell. "Fuck off," I thought; 
but the cobwebs were swept away, the first 
brick fell, and Ladyfinger (ne) march in like 
a punk rock executioner. The ferocity of 
Ladyfinger (ne)'s politicised punk-rock 
opened a massive chasm of fresh air and 
had my ears fucking spasming they needed 
it so bad. Where the hell have I been? 
Sure, there are some stupid lyrics 
( "No religion for the upper classes/All 
expenses paid trip to nowhere ") but the 



energy, the intense aggression, the tight, 
spiky leads, the monstrously obnoxious 
vocals and 1 tracks in 32 minutes has me 
hooked. I can officially declare my hunt for 
decent yielding of Telecasters temporarily 
nulled, shout " Fuck yeah" and get myself 
some more of this shit. 
Tom Howard 



Ted Leo And The Pharmacists 



Living With The Living (Touch And Go) 

It's remarkable how New Jersey pop-punk 
poet Ted Leo has yet to strum his way to 
world domination. Rarely do those so heart- 
winning manage to reference past heroes 
you can't bring yourself to smile upon 
(considerthis a snide compliment, The Jam). 

Perhaps it's the era-less nous with 
which Leo tackles contemporary world 
issues, maybe it's because his star has 
long since risen to cult hero levels Stateside, 
but Living With The Living somehow rocks 
the assured feel of a greatest hits. So there's 
disarmingly spiky-edged soapbox opining 
previously encapsulated on preceding 
album Shake 77?e5/?eefs ('CI A'), Thin-Lizzy- 
with-harmonies of 2001 's The Tyranny Of 
Distance ('Amy Bound', 'Who Do You 
Love?'), and plentiful Hearts Of Oak rude- 
boy reminiscing. 'A Bottle Of Buckie', 
meanwhile, manages all that inside three 
minutes, trudging to the Clyde's banks 
to share its eponymous beverage before 
crowbarring in a whistle-a-long Irish solo. 

It doesn't get much better, or accessible, 
than this. 
Adam Anonymous 



Helen McCookerybook 



Suburban Pastoral 
(www.mccookerybook.com) 

Helen fronted the deceptively chirpy 
post-punk Brighton bandThe Chefs, late 
Seventies - a band that mixed schoolyard 
pop, close harmony yelping and lyrics about 
sexual diseases ('Thrush') with singular 
charm. In the Eighties, she formed the Doris- 
Day inspired, brass-dominated Helen And 
The Horns, scoring a near hit in 'Freight Train'. 
(Lamarr would have loved her.) Real life 
beckoned: she became a lecturer in music 
and the arts. 

Now, 25 years and a couple of children 
later, she's back to give pop another try - 
hence this collection of polished, minor 
gems; part HatH (for the horns), partAstrid 
Gilberto (for the acoustic guitar) and with 
even a little Lily Allen social 'commentary' 
thrown in ('London', 'Heaven Avenue'). And 
once more, she's entirely charming. 
Everett True 



MikaMiko 



CYSLABF (kill rock stars/ 
Post Present Medium) 

Everything moves faster in our modern age. 
Everything must be tighter, more efficient 
in this modern age. Everything must be here, 
and everything must be now. Mika Miko 
rattle through the corridors of our modern 
age in 20 minutes (and 1 3 tracks); an 
infinitely combustible fireball of female 
proto-new wave. They're an amalgamation 
of the post-punk references that never got 
old; they're Mark E Smith reincarnated as 
a five-bodied girl, tossing the rebellious 
jukebox against neon graffiti-ed walls, with 
a smile, of course.Their formula's centred like 
helicopter blades spinning brains. There's a 
bit that goes, "Dooo-bee-bea, dooo-do-do- 
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Illustration: Nick White 

Infinite Livez 

Art Brut Fe De Yoot (Big Dada) 

My first encounter with Infinite Livez was 
Rodney P's night at Ruby Lounge behind 
Oxford Street. It was 2003 and he was with 
Barry Convex- a bright-red, one-eyed alien 
glove puppet. They performed 'My Little 
Pononee Girl', like a two-headed Prince 
parody, and it was as disconcerting as it 
was hilarious. 

In 2004 he put out Bush Meat, with him and 
Barry on the cover and a video to accompany 
'The Adventures Of The Lactating Man', 
where he danced around with girls in bikinis 
who drank milkfrom plastictubes coming 
out of his nipples. Coming out shortly after 
Beyonce's 'Crazy In Love' video, it was the sort 
of burlesque spectacle that flew in the face 
of the gender economies of contemporary 
r'n'b, and Mr Livez became somewhat of 
a cult hero, with '...Lactating Man'the 
bizarre cornerstone of his oeuvre. 



Girls in bikinis drank milk from plastic tubes 
coming out of his nipples 



With Art Brut Fe De Yoot, Mr Livez has 
nuanced and rendered more subtle the 
bizarre contortions and pastiches of lust 
characteristic of his debut LP, though they 
linger in songs such as the one about a 
webcam girl and in 'The Ballad Of A Baby 
Man', a dude who hasn't gotten over his 
potty training phase. In fact the whole affair 
is more sophisticated, an album that more 
confidently inhabits Mr Livez's many planes 
of being. The narrative begins with Livez 
transporting himself into the consciousness 
of a ringing alarm clock, before rambling off 
through a series of separations, notations and 
weird encounters with Mr Livez's imaginary 
life, in what they might like to considerto 
be a day. 

Further, he sings. A lot. It's some of the best 
singing I've ever heard, although I recently 
found 'The Confessions Of A White Backing 
Band' caused my housemate to grimace 
uncomfortably over his beans on toast. It's a 



brave, versatile vocal style. On 'Track 1 0' 
(yes, it's really called that), a sprawling, 
darkside gospel dirge emerges from a string 
of incomprehensible 'sung' adjectives 
interspersed with an occasional cackle: 
"And you know what?/Ooo-eaaarrrrr" . 
On 'Unbiased Reductionism In 21st Century 
Music Practices', abstract glitches accompany 
the introduction of a new character in the 
Infinite cosmos, Evil Genius. He has done 
some damage to Livez's relationship 
with Barry Convex: don't be fooled into 
empathising with his initially apparent 
loneliness, orthe track will eat you alive. 

Above all: bloody hell, this is funny. Swiss 
duo Stade's swaggering but spacious electro 
provides the perfect bouncy castle from which 
Infinite giddily bounds into strange mental 
territories. Recorded with no overdubs, Art 
BrutFe De Yoot is the sound of inspiration 
on udder, a remarkable document of 
verbal dexterity. 



do-do-do, doo beeee-bea! "really quickly, 
and if that isn't here and now enough for 
you, I don't know what is. 
Hannah Gregory 



The Monsters 



Garaqe Punk Vol 1 (Voodoo Rhvthm) 



King Automatic 



I Walked My Murderous 
Intentions Home (Voodoo Rhythm) 



The Watzloves 



Catch Me A Possum (Voodoo Rhythm) 

Garage rock never went out of fashion 
in mainland Europe. Swiss label Voodoo 
Rhythm keeps churning out the gritty, 
cardboard box drum sound stuff with 
alarming regularity. From Bern, Switzerland, 



The Monsters' offering, subtitled 20 Years 
Of Uncontrolled Live Shows And Ultra Rare 
Records is as feral and nasty as you'd expect, 
crowd sounds intruding over the gravel- 
throated vocals and psychobilly guitars, 
music a bare cross between Sixties stalwarts 
The Rats and early Eighties slapheadsThe 
Meteors. Forty-six tracks, all with titles like 
'Dead Song For Bela', 'Fuck My Brain Buddh 
Buddh' and 'Teenage Werewolf. 

King Automatic is a one-man blues 
harp-blowing whirlwind, with a tinny Farfisa 
organ and a trashy Sixties sound that recalls 
murderous Detroit duoThe Soledad Brothers. 
Nice, but not entirely indispensable -this 
sort of goo-goo muck is best left writhing 
on the floor of a sweaty club. 



The Watzloves, though - my favourite 
VR band after the funeral blast of The Dead 
Brothers - are more Fat Possum than 
Cramps, ploughing a swamp blues led by 
accordion-playing singer Silky Toss, a truck- 
driving wild girl. Catch Me A Possum is their 
third album - a country burner, a nervous 
stomper and some downtime party songs 
-and is simply tootin'. 
Siobhan Marshall 



Murder By Death 



In Bocca al Lupo (Tent Show) 

Guns, tattoos, jail, brotherly love, pirates, 
whisky and Satan: a few examples of MBD's 
subject matters. There's no fucking around 
here. Not a woman or a whimsy in sight.This 



is balls-out, facial hair, fags and booze 
close-at-hand rock. Man rock. 

Murder By Death are the sons and 
daughters of Johnny Cash.They deal in 
storytelling, not bad rhymes; intricate 
shanties, not repetitive power chords; 
sideburns and beards, not designer stubble. 
A cynic may find them guilty of sailing too 
close to Cash's line. AdamTurla's voice is 
alarmingly similar and one track holds the 
lyric, "Sometimes you walk the line/ 
sometimes the line walks you ", but their 
world-weary charm carries them through. 

I believe these guys can fight, and I 
believe they can drink, and until I'm proved 
otherwise, I'm in. 
Tom Howard 
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Panther 

Secret Lawns (Frykbeat) 

Spoiler: I like this record. Let's find out how, and mayhap even why. Reason 
one: I like funk when it's slightly awkward. Like, y'know, every sexual 
experience I've ever had. And this is like an ill-fitting suit with beats in the 
pockets. Reason two: the way said beats huddle and scatter around the 
vocals, which are repetitive, straining, almost incantatory, often replicating 
into a one-man chorus. Reason three: the way these unwarranted eruptions 
into italics will stand out on the page and this will probably be the first review 
you'll read. But back to the record. Panther is a pretty sharp, if unshaven, 
Portland resident who variously croons, hollers or approximates a falsetto 
modem bouncing every which way including loose off a lurking, lurching 
drum machine. Which brings me to reason four: a tactic which hits fruition 
with final track, Tigers Touch', mixing an r'n'b chassis, chromed electro and 
yowling guitars that shoegaze so hard they put a dent in the floorboards. 
kicking_k 



Yoko Ono 



Yes, I'm A Witch (Parlophone) 

Great title. Concept is alright, too, if a little 
cliched -find one aging, respected artist 
and put them together with their admirers 

This being Yoko Ono, this is left-field 
dance and indie, with a smattering of female. 
This being Yoko Ono, the results are mixed, 
irritatingly so. Often, it seems like this entire 
album is one long excursion to clean up her 
noise. Often, her fans (Peaches, Blow Up, 
Porcupine Tree) are so in awe of Yoko their 
collaboration borders on the obsequious 
- LeTigre's contribution to feminist anthem 
'Sisters Sisters' adds little, and whileThe 
Polyphonic Spree pretending to be The 
Beatles circa their weakest album (Sgt 
Pepper) may be ironically amusing, that's 
about it. 

Antony AndThe Johnsons flounder in 
dub waters, DJ Spooky makes a game try to 
mess with 'Rising' andThe Apples In Stereo 
make like old school Flaming Lips on the lush 
'Nobody Sees Me Like You Do'. 

Leave it to the two indie stalwarts to turn 
in thebest moments: Cat Power's chilling 
duet on a slowed-down 'Revelations', and 
The Flaming Lips themselves on a joyous and 
riotously parping 'Cambridge 1 969/2007'. 

More Ono, please - less Ono wannabes. 
Everett True 



Nature Heart Software (Seksound) 

It is perhaps the crabbiness of this reviewer's 
soul on the subject, but it is greatly satisfying 
for an old shoegaze freak to see that the 
style not only survives but thrives. Estonia 
has been the most recent ground zero, and 
Pia Fraus, a sextet, its standard bearers, both 
on its own and through its Seksound label. 
Nature Heart Software, the group's third 
full album, more than anything captures 
the spirit of pre-hit Boo Radleys, a loud but 
warm and peppy lushness that's readily 
evident in songs like 'PretendTo Be Here' 
and 'Feeling Is New'. 

The difference from their forebears lies 
with the vocals, as the lead singers let their 
words generally hide in the mix rather than 
stand out from it as Sice did for the Boos - 
no sin, this, merely their preference. 
Ned Raggett 



The Pierces 



Thirteen Tales Of Love And Revenge 
(Lizard King) 

The Pierces are clearly in love with: Nancy 
Sinatra's bits in 'SomeVelvet Morning', 
Abba, The Roches' Nurds, Nico's Desertshore, 
Buffy Sainte-Marie's 'Adam', Danny Kaye's 
'Inchworm', Gram and Emmylou's 'Hearts 



On Fire', Duke Ellington's Blanton-Webster 
years, The Cardigans, St Etienne, and Roberta 
Flack's First Take. If you ever meet them, play 
them Velocette's 'Get Yourself Together', The 
Feminine Complex's 'Hide And Seek', Inner 
Space's 'Kamera Song', Helium's 'Pat's Trick', 
That Dog's 'OldTimer' and Cay's 'Prince And 
Princesses' and see if they smack the shit out 
ofyou or phone their lawyers. Either way, I 
strongly recommend you love these Alabama 
sisters immediately and impetuously. 

Thirteen Tales. . . is the strongest femme- 
pop of the year this side of Lady Sov and 
Hannah Montana and the fact they have 
the right friends and the right looks is of 
supreme irrelevance - they're great pop 
writers that in a better, more brutal age 
would be knocking out hits forTin Pan Alley. 
Praise comes no higher. 
Neil Kulkarni 



Steingarten(~scape) 

Stefan Betke is back with further reductionist 
vibrations on a record that teeters on the 
format edge between dubtronics and bip 
hop. Of course, the sounds are minimal, 
crisp and clinical, sounding more like the 
severed limbs of beats or the crisp end-cusp 
of a word. Listening to the mixture of warm 
synth-thrum and lop-sided bass/click 
serration of 'Sylvenstein', you feel cold and 
distant.There are sounds on 'Pferd' that feel 
like they've been stretched to breaking point, 
mutated from their original sounds to a thin 
elastic endpoint, with momentary hints of 
a lonely, metamorphosed accordion. 'Jungs' 
feels like a bass driven knife pulled through 
clenched teeth (this is a good thing). It's 
a record that fares best at its coldest, with 
occasional pieces of warm fluff that damage 
the overall crisp wintereffekt. 
Ralph Cowling 



The Ponys 



Turn The Lights Out (Matador) 

A band that previously spewed out 
moderately depraved garage grumbles 
called things like 'I Wanna Fuck You'Jhe 
Ponys appear to have celebrated their 
signing to Matador by hiring the most 
ostentatiously pimped-out pleasuredome 
of a studio they could find and morphing 
into ridiculous musos. 

Turn The Lights Out\s the type of thing 
that gets described as a loving homage to 
Fifties surf guitar bands, something I've 
always seen as a euphemism for 'boring 
Tarantino soundtrack wannabe'. Lush and 
just a little bit sexy, The Ponys' fourth album 
is indeed pretty dull until about the middle, 
when the band finally get back in touch with 



their innerThurston Moore and proceed to 
drown their shiny new songs in a pool of 
stench-ridden feedback. As anyone who 
knows anything about drowning things 
in a pool can imagine, it's a lot of fun. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Raijin (Asphodel) 

If you're going to name yourself after a 
Japanese storm god, who beats out thunder 
with his many arms on as many drums, you 
had better bring the noise, or at least have 
more than two arms. Unsurprisingly, given 
that this four-handed beast is made up of 
Kazuyuki Kishino (aka ubiquitous Japanese 
noise polluter KK Null) and the individualistic 
Canadian drone sculptor Daniel Menche, 
there is a substantially adequate amount 
of pummelling roar. 

Yet this five-track CD is clearly the 
work of skilled human hands, displaying 
a sophisticated level of texturing that no 
blustery god could craft. Menche's handling 
of percussive tension, processed and 
entangled with the restraining and insidious 
electronics of Kishino make (untitled) track 
fourthe album's eerie highlight. Elsewhere, 
the Sturm und Klang of Chu Ishikawa's 
soundtracks for the Tetsuo movies are 
evoked, while the real storm is saved for 
the closing track; Null's soaring trumpet 
summoning Raijin's presence. 
George Taylor 



Refrigerator 



Bottles Of Make-up (Shrimper) 

With a name like Refrigerator I expected 
lots of variety like the five main food groups, 
but I'm pretty shallow like that. Opener is 
a sombre ditty ('Light, Reds And Blues') that 
does feeble folk very well. Other songs recall 
humourless soft rock hits of yesteryear. The 
skeletal'From The End Of The World To Your 
Town' evokes The Last Picture 5/?oi/i/with 
tumbleweeds and crumpled-up gig flyers 
drifting past in glorious black and white, then 
the vocals kick in and it's Robbie Williams' 
'Angels' all over again. Maybe they should 
call themselves something else. 'Crisper', or 
whatever that top shelf is inside the fridge 
dooryou flip up and put the cheese in. 
Shane Moritz 



Richmond Fontaine 



Thirteen Cities (Decor) 

Accompanied by a handy map, each song- 
story on Thirteen Cities hails from a different 
part of America's dust-soaked west. Step 
upTucson, Spokane et at. humble places 
long denied their place on the mythologist's 
mixtape, full of ordinary folks just tryin' 
their best and. . .Where did I leave that 
Springsteen album? 

Hardly untrodden territory then, not 
least for a band onto their seventh album 
of pedal steel-soaked bittersweetness. 
But despite offering ample opportunity to 
notch up full (tumbledown) house on the 
alt country bingo cards, Willy Vlautin's terse 
lyrics still channel some narrators worthy 
of hitching a lift on the heartstrings - the 
not-good-enough Samaritan of '$87 And 
A Guilty Conscience. . . '; the kid in 'The 
Disappearance Of Ray Norton' puzzling 
over his friend's transformation into racist 
skinhead -while the music frequently 
wheels away from drivetime chug into 
shiftier, more spectral realms. 
Abi Bliss 



TheThirdHand(XL) 

I completely fail to grasp the purpose of or 
reason for the trajectory of RJD2's career. 
The Third Hand 'is his third solo LP, and his 
first on XL (the others being on Def Jux); 
and the journey has been from ghettotech 
brilliance to syrupy, soft-rock pop song 
stuff. He sings; he causing; I just don't like 
that kind of singing, effete and schmalzty. 
The songs are all 'good', structured, 
conceived, and well produced. But what 
some people are calling a healthy dose 
of hip hop, I call a couple of almost token 
hip hop beat patterns (there is one track, 
'Get It', with a really good beat). 

It's not even sweet enough to be 
offensive. My issue with The Third Hand 
is, what on earth does this album demand, 
aesthetically? It rests far too lightly on 
the eardrums. Give me the old noise 
fuckeryanyday. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Western Xterminator (Drag City) 

A song cycle about rat catching from Rad 
Times Xpress, or Jennifer Herrema. If you're 
catching rodents in your house, don't use 
glueboards- the vermin get stuck on them 
and howl and shriek like RTX stuck on the 
glueboardofrawk. 

I would like to hear an RTX record 
with a production like Turn The Hell On 
by NWOBHM band Fist, but this is close 
enough. Jennifer Herrema, who painted 
the cover of Western Xterminator, was in 
Royal Trux, who were sort of an American 
version of Primal Scream. I liked their 
bittersweet melodic records (like Thank 
You and Accelerator) while others 
preferred their guitar-thrashing party 
albums (Ma? Infinitives and Hand Of Glory) 
but honestly they're all good. I like this too, 
but I do think if somebody has been involved 
with enough good records then everything 
they do after that should get an automatic 
free pass. 
Dave Queen 



Shining 



Grindstone (Rune Grammofon) 

This is downright peculiar. It skims by like 
a disorientating, high-velocity dream, 
crowded with an unsettling mixture of 
impossibly incongruous arrangements 
and situations, tripping each other up 
and undermining each other's reality. 
Sometimes chilly and distant, sometimes 
absurd and befuddling, sometimes frankly 
terrifying, in 44 minutes the album explores 
thrash metal riffage, hiccuppy doom-jazz, 
Wagnerian opera-rock, frilly-sleeved 
baroque keyboard fiddling, overblown 
electro-Prog, angel-choir movie themes, 
and woozy synth-waltzes with a startlingly 
crisp and clean delivery that plunges you, 
dazed and panting, right into the middle 
of the action. 

The end result is something like a King 
Crimson-obsessed Beck performing the 
soundtrack to an art-house slasher flick 
about a demonic tape-recorder manifesting 
in toddlers' nightmares and causing hideous 
carnage in the nursery while mum and dad 
fuck under the harpsichord dressed as 
Vikings. The band's even named after the 
scariest movie of all time: it's quite obviously 
time to scream. 
Daniel Spicer 
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Aerogramme 

My Heart Has A Wish 
That You Would Not 
Go(Chemikal 
Underground) 

In which former post- 
rockers Aerogramme release a fourth record 
that might as well have been entitled We 
Want Snow Patrol's Money. Apparently each 
track was written as if it were the soundtrack 
to a given film. If that's the case then trust 
me: they all star Hugh Grant. (AL) 








Nat Baldwin 

Enter The Winter 
(Broken Sparrow) 

A super-sized, freak- 
folk, Arthur Russell-type 
character with double 
bass, swaying between deep, sonorous 
lowing and tactile, Improv scrapes -singing 
dramatic pop and ethereal dirges with a 
flailing, operatic vocal recalling the yearning 
heartbreak of Thorn Yorke. A real sensitive 
guy.(DS) 

Bears 

Bears (www. 

myspace.com/ 

bearspop) 

Emerging out of the 
wilderness of Middle 
America come Bears- wielding xylophones 
and tambourines, hand-clapping and 
harmonies. Two boys sing about love over 
irresistible Zombies-esque twee-pop. (MW) 

The Bees 

Octopus (Virgin) 

Howthe hell did this 
_. .. j once so likeable and 

* shambolic little beat 
combo from Isle Of 
Wight mutate into The Police?The Bees used 
to make me dance, sing, anything. They could 
almost have been contenders. Maybe I've 
been listening to the next Gomez album by 
mistake. (AL) 

Andrew Bird 

Armchair Apocrypha 
(Fargo) 

If this album had an 
appetite I'd invite it over 
for dinner and let it fall 
asleep in my armchair. Sophisticated and 
well-mannered mix of guitar, glockenspiel, 
violin and drums, sung from the voice of 
a slightly husky starling. Just superb. (SM) 

Damero 

g Happy In Grey 
| (BPitch Control) 

Damero's debut 
album is all clipped 
synthetic beats, homely 
synth stabs, forlorn vocals, and off-key 
atmospherics: think a female counterpart 
to the Aphex Twin via Godspeed! touches of 
sometime labelmate Apparat (who features 
on the longing, lovely 'PassageTo Silence'). 
Despite the title, Happy In Grey mostly surges 
with warmth and colour. (CB) 



Death Unit 

Infinite Death 
(Important) 

Absolutely righteous 
bass fury in this Hair 
Police/Mouthus collab, 
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with drummer Chris Corsano in full rabid 
octopus mode. Side A is free jazz riding 
in a monster truck, while the flip is a 
glorious swansong for the gatecrasher 
at a headshrinkers' ball. (GT) 

Desert Hearts 

HotsyTotsy Nagasaki 
(Gargleblast/ 
No Dancing) 

Five years in the making, 
f/ofsy. . . sees Belfast's 
Desert Hearts dispense with the twitchy 
OMD meets Talking Heads schtick of their 
frustratingly patchy debut in favour of 
blistering balls-out noodling, power riffs 
and endearing Reindeer Section-esque 
indie choirs. The bomb. (GS) 

Julian Fane 

Our New Quarters 
(Planet Mu) 

The falsetto may still 
provoke Thorn Yorke 
comparisons but this 
is a more stripped back and rocking affair 
than the Vancouver wunderkind's '04 
debut. Giving out the goosebumps with 
stratospheric bombast and fat, crunchy 
Autechre death-piston beats is still what 
he does best here though. (JP) 

Dredd Foole 

Daze On The Mounts 
(Family Vineyard) 

Ever poured liquid LSD 
straight into your ear? 
This is it. Let these 
melting clouds of pure golden disintegration 
wash over you. Dig into the sludge of 
impenetrable invocations and pull out 
a truth. The Foole's speaking in rock'n'roll 
tongues. (DS) 

The End 

Elementary 
(Relapse) 

The End are dangerous. 
They have a song called 
'Dangerous'. In it, they 
warn we're about to " face the music" . We 
face the music, which is macrocosmic like 
Tool, coiled and winding like Mastodon, 
sombre like Opeth - but ultimately, bad 
heavy: a Sisyphean effort. (LP) 

Fulborn 
Teversham 

Count Herbert II 
(Pickled Egg) 

This is mad-haired and 
musically promiscuous 
Acoustic Ladyland/Polar Bear drummer Seb 
Rochford's oddball jazz/pop flagship thing. 
Batshit or mellow, boozy or funereal, it's 
simultaneously lo-fi and phantasmagoric 
throughout, like a stroppy Cardiacs/ Slits/ 
Pigbag/Tiger Life skronkfest in a 1 980 
W10 basement. (JP) 

How To Cure 

f Dyslexia 

The Tempo Of 
Bicycles And Boasts 
(Download) 
Ex-Output Recordings 
post-folkies pull off a cunning art swindle, 
disguising themselves as an installation and 
recording their new album in King's Cross' 
Spaceshift Gallery during opening hours. The 






vocals have a tart, sardonic edge, but a spirit 
of sluggish slowcore prevails; novel concept, 
but who'd want to watch? (LP) 

Adam Leonard 

Leonardism 
(Real Wood) 

Charming, ramshackle 
album that whirls and 
fidgets round the 

muddy pastoral fields of middle England; 

here, a little Robyn Hitchock, there some 

Syd Barrett whimsy and Swell Maps pout. . . 

even the odd sarcastic E. Smith colloquialism. 

Nice.(ET) 

Lesbian 

Power Hor 
(Holy Mountain) 

Superb, 
transcendentally epic 

progressive/doom/ 
thrash/psychedelic/whatever metal from 
Seattle-based mates of Om and co. Veers 
seamlessly twixt face-shredding heaviosity 
and focused cosmic stoner jamming and 
then shrieks back again, like Celtic Frost 
holed up in a satanic patchouli death cult 
commune. Yes: Lesbian. (JP) 
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Lucero 

Rebels, Rogues & 
Sworn Brothers 
(Liberty & Lament) 

Shoved brusquely in the 
alt country pigeonhole 
by many, Memphis' Lucero are in truth closer 
to the sort of Seventies barroom rock that 
was predominantly played in venues where 
the bar was in a different map reference. 
Crucially, they do it with loving, steady and 
charmed hands. (NG) 

Morning Bride 

Lea Valley Delta 
Blues (Letterbox) 

The twin heartstoppers 
of Amity's voice and 
Alexa's cello weave 
their languorous spell to sweep Morning 
Bride up the aisle from afterhours Anglo- 
Americana to a stomping Hackney hoedown. 
Music which beguiles and enraptures, from 
country-tinged melancholy all the way to 
whiskey-worn redemption. (RF) 

The One 
Ensemble 

Wayward The Fourth 
(Secret Eye) 

Previously a solo project 
ofVolcanoThe Bear's 
Daniel Padden, One Ensemble now includes 
members of Nalle, who add a geographically 
unspecific (but quite delightful) air of 
traditional wisdom to Padden's feverish 
chamber-skronk. Strings, reeds, kazoos and 
voices meet for an evening of psychedelic 
mazurkas in a parlour on the edge of time. 
(FM) 
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Qwel And Meaty 
Ogre 

Freezer Burner 
(Galapagos) 

Sombre melodica, beats 
that skirt the perimeter 
of lamp-light, gang signs thrown with 
fingerless gloves across an empty parking 
lot. Damn, Chicago sounds cold- but listen 




how these urban desolation rhymes rise to 

the challenge of Cannibal 

Ox's The Cold Vein, scooping hope from 

desolation like tasty morsels from the 

trashcan.(LP) 

Southern Tenant 
Folk Union 

Southern Tenant 
Folk Union 
(Ugly Nephew) 

Bringing a thoroughly 
modern perspective to banjo, mandolin 
and fiddle tunes sounding old as the 
Appalachians and kicking up a whirl of 
harmonised soul-searching along the way, 
STFU know that bad times can lead to 
good - if you cherish the emotional core 
of bluegrass like they assuredly do. (RF) 

Twufts y ar ' ous r .,„ 

- ., H.fj't, i See Dee Compilation 
£iuTCVfii i A"™ (www.topplers.net) 

MC-rilt :>I.U I rr . 

ET"!!??*."?'" . More eccentric, 

m?" '^.w'L'jSJ psychedelic British pop 

""""""" from the likes of Mr 




JoweHead, Mr Jeremy Gluck, the ramalama 
Madness Of Crowds, Mong with their self- 
explanatory 'Captain Beefheart Had Quite 
An Effect. . . ' and the ever-scary Mr Luggs, 
and the rest of the post-Swell MapsTopplers 
gang. It's probably free. Ask them. (ET) 

Various 

Detached Works 
(Dumb-Unit) 

What lifts this above 
the current minimal 
glut is the massively 
dark and twisted nature of many tracks here 
- particularly those by Butane. CD2, mixed 
by label head Jeremy P Caulfield, starts 
slow and malevolent before taking off for 
a thrilling finale. (RW) 

j Various 

Jffifc Mashed (EMI) 

l/JLc&k, Not a new idea. But it 
works. Sometimes. 
Smashing 'Horny' up 
with Dandy Warhols 
= hit. Kylie romps and writhes with Barney's 
boys and Can't Get Blue Monday Out Of 
(Her) Head. An exercise in wrinkling time. 
But, but, but, deathmusik Floyd and Eric 
Prydz? Euw. Wouldn't mind seeing the video 
for that one though. (JS) 

*^*^**— Various 

Somewhere 
Between Heaven 
&Woolworths 
(Fortune Teller) 

Skewed, delightfully 
individual interpretation of 'punk rock' from 
Billy Childish documentary-maker Graham 
Bendel - veers from TV Personalities' 
depraved reading of Kelis' 'Milkshake', to 
English prankster Stewart Home, to no wave 
girl duo Snatch and original straight edgers 
MinorThreat, through Dirtbombs, SchwaB 
and Mr Childish of course. (ET) 

Brief notes by: Chris Ballard, Richard 
Fontenoy, Noel Gardner, Andrzej 
Lukowski, Shane Moritz, James 
Papademetrie, Louis Pattison, 
Joe Shooman, Greg Smyth, Daniel 
Spicer, George Taylor, Everett True, 
Megan Weston, Robin Wilks 
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under my stylus: 
Seasick Steve 

Doghouse Music 
(Bronzerat) 
"Someone you 
should check out 
is Seasick Steve. He ^^B 
played Jools Holland with Paul 
McCartney at New Year's. I think he's 
fucking great. He's a 70-year-old guy, 
but he's in the charts with this album 
really traditional-sounding old blues 
stuff. He's lived the life, 1 00 per cent 
legit. It's not that Keb' Moe' blues - it's 
real old-school sounding, just beat-up 
songs played on a two-string guitar." 
(Richard Swift) 



Damo Suzuki and Now 



The London Evening News (Tri) 

Recorded live in London and getting a long 
overdue full release, this pairing of Can's 
idiosyncratic, beatific singer with London 
groove merchants Now ranks alongside 
Suzuki's collaboration with Cul de Sac 
as the most electric and vibrant of the 
recordings he's made with musicians 
around the globe on his never-ending tour. 

As usual with his guests, the group 
played with Damo without rehearsal, and 
it's a tribute to both that you'd think they've 
been playing together for years. His words 
flow in a tirelessly benign stream of lateral 
consciousness over Now's gleefully liquid 
motorik rhythms, punctuated with a spot- 
on horn section, syncopated percussion 
breaks and sensuous analogue synth 
washes, sounding as immediate and 
invigoratingly infectious as the legendary 
night they were recorded. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Jesse Sykes & The Sweet 
Hereafter 



Like, Love Lust & The Open Halls Of 
The Soul (Fargo) 

Possessor of the leather-battered, blues- 
parched larynx on the Sunn 0)))/Boris 
epilogue 'The Sinking Belle', Seattle's gothic 
prairie-rocker Jesse Sykes is a swaggering, 
vintage balladeer whose various vocal 
resemblances to Marianne Faithfull, Robert 
Plant, Grace Slick and Feargal Sharkey are 
as overpowering as they are uncanny. 

Like, Love, Lust. . . is Sykes' third epistle, 
and an ample, retro exposition crammed 
with fearless jams, barren-hearted psalms 
and mammoth country rock: 'LLL' is a 
sprawling paean to romantic nostalgia; 
while 'HowWill We Know' is a shimmering, 
railroad yammer; and 'Spectral Beings' 
straddles this world and others to the tune 
of falsetto drones, pipes, and astral guitars. 

Sykes' vulnerable, ragged, lonesome 
idiom is augmented by the meteoric wig- 
outs, blues-fuelled anthems and classic 
psych-rock of backing champs The Sweet 
Hereafter - a colossal troupe whose 
members include ex-Whiskeytown guitarist 
PaulWandscher. 
Nicola Meighan 



Maria Taylor 



Lynn Teeter Flower (Saddle Creek) 

There's something going on here. 
Comfortable uniformity isn't necessarily 
without its place, but the 'Creek are plugging 
it something rotten. Post-Azure Ray, it's 'as 
you were' for Maria Taylor, with a whole lot 



of synthesised sensitivity and just a dash of 
that God-fearin' hick thing Rilo Kiley do so 
well. Sure, there's beauty in Taylor's vocals, 
and there's some perfect ex-boyfriend 
music here; 'Irish Goodbye' will keep dirty 
harmonies in vogue, and 'Clean Getaway' 
has The OCcredits written all over it. 

But where's the subversiveness gone? 
It's hard to escape the feelingTaylor's 
flogging a dead horse. Shoot the horse, 
and we can all start afresh. 
Tom Howard 



Tenebrous Mitchell 



The Havering (Fire) 

Guitars wail softly; feedback melts into 
feedback, sharp noises jar and trip as if 
from a great distance. A grizzling, sarcastic, 
profane Scottish voice stumbles across 
anachronism and narcotic desire, meanings 
lost in a deep mumble, the guitars becoming 
louder now. There's a mandolin, an echo 
slide, a handful of late night recording 
sessions and a handful of love. 

The Havering is a collaboration between 
cult photographer™ Steve Gullick's lazily 
beautiful Tenebrous, and street poet Gerry 
Mitchell, and treads an uneasy middle- 
ground, creating and then startling at the 
shadows. There's misery and then there's 
wallowing. This is beyond both. 
Everett True 



Amon Tobin 



Foley Room (NinjaTune) 

Suckered by press release blah relating how 
this record was based around found sounds 
(and hence in homage to 'foley artists', 
y'see?), I volunteered to write these words 
after bonding with it on the train one 
morning. Took it backto my bedroom and 
it sounded like an air freshener. W, as they 
sayJF? 

Here's the conclusion of my thorough 
investigations: it sounds good on 
headphones. See, its nuanced atmospherics 
make the most mundane stroll seem 
enjoyably ominous, comprehensively other 
any given street - and the dramatic, lavishly- 
instrumental flourishes illustrate your every 
gesture, easily feeding our shared wish to be 
the ineffable lead in an arthouse remake of 
our own life. Just don't play it on your home 
system, 'cause then it sounds like trip hop. 
kicking_k 



Tomboy 



Serios (Gomma) 

Tomboy isWhoMadeWho'sTomas Barfod, 
whose Tiga-approved singles have nudged 
a (still) retro-fixated disco-tech norm beyond 



the uniform with some nifty and gnarly 
electro-hybrid idiosyncrasies. It's a spluttery 
kind of kick-off for this debut album though. 
The razor-sharp whiplash percussion, 
clipped acid squelches, Detroitian sci-fi 
fizzle and derigueurcowbeW hammering 
all present and correct, but so are a handful 
of the undistinguished linear fillers yer 
'dance' album almost historically carries. 
Significant chunks of it are excellent 
though: On 'Synchronize', Kraftwerkvox 
deadpan across a sunnyTom Tom Club 
schoolyard funk jam infested with analogue 
squeals and some ripe bass interference. 
'Flameingo' was preferable in its urgent and 
clattery incarnation but works just fine here 
remodelled as twinkling narcotic Club Med 
neon exotica, and 'Baffio'- a magnificent 
midtempo elastic bouncing beast-sounds 
like Green Velvet guesting with Solid 
Pleasure-eraYeWo. 
James Papademetrie 



Alan Tyler & The Lost Sons 
Of Littlef ield 



Alan Tyler & The Lost Sons Of 
Littlef ield (Hanky Panky) 

From the ashes of the still underrated 
britcountry pioneers The Rockingbirds via his 
shortlived FamousTimes pseudonym Alan 
Tyler has his own take on the Great American 
Cosmic Music. 

Caught somewhere between Doug 
Sahm, Waylon Jennings and Dexy's Midnight 
Runners covering the Quo's 'Marguerita 
Time', 'Middle Saxon Town' is the album's 
magnum opus, a spoken word confessional 
by an Englishman whose heart is forever in 
Texas, even though the rest of him can be 
seen most days buying groceries in a North 
London Tesco. 

Tyler's songs may tell stories of modern 
life, but musically, like smoking in pubs or 
Lonnie Donegan singing 'Midnight Special', 
he will never ever convert to the metric 
system. Treasure him, and the lost sons he 
rode in on. 
Andres Lokko 



Ballads Of The Book 
(Chemikal Underground) 

Just as the magic evaporates from some 
lyrics as soon as they're written down, so this 
project- Scottish writers collaborating with 
the cream of the Chemikal Underground/ 
Fence axis, dreamt up by Idlewild's Roddy 
Woomble - always risked landing in clunky, 
Lou Reed-reading-from-a-lectern territory. 
Luckily, most of the 18 lyrics here hold 
their own when partnered with cold-puddle 
indie and bracing folk. Sons aAnd Daughters 
spit AL Kennedy's obsessive lover across the 
studio, while Alan Bissett's doomed rebel 
gets repeated kickings amid Malcolm 
Middleton's glowering cityscape of hi-hat 
and fuzz. But James Yorkston crafts a 
homely, dappled nest for Alan Duncan's 
droll, Ivor Cutler-esque syllables on 'A 
Calvinist Narrowly Avoids Pleasure' ( "Then 
you touch me and my back straightens/Like 
a cat stroked the wrong way"), so it's not all 
Glasgow kisses. 
Abi Bliss 



Leave Them All Behind II (Modular) 

Aussie label Modular Records puts out 
a collection of mega-hits, rejigging them 
with the likes of MSTRKRFT, Erol Alkan 



and Peaches pushing the buttons. Leave 
Them All Behind II \s an expedition around 
the globe, with the likes of Sao Paulo's 
CSS, Parisian Justice, London's glo-stick 
revivalists Klaxons and Australia's own 
Wolfmother flying the flag for the label. 

Original mixes of CSS, The Gossip (that 
song on the Skins ads) and Shakes get the 
disc off to familiar start. Scattered, scratchy 
synths transform The Mystery Jets' 'The Boy 
Who Ran Away', whileThe Futureheads' 
Digitalism Re-Dub remix enhances 'Skip 
To The End' in all the right places, stressing 
the intro's staccato guitar. Less well-known 
tracks like Ali Love's 'K Hole', a tale of a 
messy night of debauchery narrated with 
a Cockney twang, are integrated well, as 
is Jenny Wilson's 'Let My Shoes Lead Me 
Forward' with its backdrop of cosmic beats. 

Yeah Yeah Yeahs' 'Gold Lion' feels 
misplaced, though, with its low tempo 
guitar strumming falling among a tricolon 
of unremixed tracks, unexpectedly resulting 
in the record's nadir. The concluding tracks 
raise the tempo once more, thanks to Lo-Fi 
Fnk and Hot Chip. 
Jordanne Young 



Play (DeSoto) 

Benefit album put together for a couple 
of youth-orientated Seattle projects, 
including the totally excellent all-ages 
clubThe Vera. Hey, it's a bunch of hipsters 
dressing up in children's clothes and given 
the chance to pretend they're, like, 1 1 
(as opposed to their usual surly 1 3-year- 
old mindset). 

Mudhoneyyell 'I Like To Make Noise And 
BreakThings'! Young Fresh Fellows do their 
whole Young Fresh Fellows chirpy pop thing ! 
Anna Oyxgen gurgles and thrives! Grunge 
funsters Supersuckers writhe! MaryTimony 
tries her hardest to be Holly Golightly and 
fails! The Cassettes make like big fuck-off 
T Rex-loving trucks ! The entirely loveable 
Visqueen bounce up and down shamelessly! 
And so on, and so on. Whoa. Phew. Whoa. 
Good job this is for a benefit. 

www.desotorecords.com 
Everett True 



Patrick Wolf 



Accident And Emergency (Loog) 

When philandering techno-folk urchin 
PatrickWolf released his debut album, 
Lycanthropy in 2003, its cocky fusion of 
woozy sea shanties, bedside narratives 
and digitally-elevated sorcery chronicled 
both Wolf's teenage abandon and his 
oedipal obsessions. 

Come 2007, and our pop- 
swashbuckling, randy, mother-loving 
Romeo has bagged his matriarch, his Mrs 
Robinson - and what do you know- it's 
Marianne Faithfull: she seduces him royally 
on gravelly nature-ballad, 'Magpie', all 
puckered promises of open knees for little 
boys, and verdant bracken. 

If Wolf's lyrical muse continues to bulge 
for the love (and the chase) of an older 
woman - or indeed a " loving nurse" as 
he has it in 'Augustine' - his aural blueprint 
prevails in a violin-galvanised, electro-pop 
bluster: as best evinced on the sweeping, 
strung-drawn grind-rock of 'Overture'; 
and the scale-humping 'Magic Position'. 
"Give your love to me ", he advises. 

I advise you to lock up your grannies. 
Nicola Meighan 
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web-exclusive interviews, reviews, articles 
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The first 20 subscribers will also 
receive a copy of The Beautiful 
Music's Television Personalities 
Tribute Vol 2: 1 Would Write A 
Thousand Words featuring tracks 
from the likes of Swell Maps, BMX 
Bandits and The Legend! 

Dan Treacy's TV Personalities started 
in Chelsea around 1977. This is where 
lo-fi had one of its origins, as bands 
from The Pastels, the Mary Chain 
through to Nirvana, Pavement, Bikini 
Kill and anyone else who's enjoyed 
a Secret Crush, an Imaginary Friend 
or a Hidden Garden could attest - 
Everett True, Careless Talk Costs Lives 




To qualify for this offer, please mention 
PB19 on the back of your cheque, or in the 
Paypal comments box. 



The next issue of Plan B is in WH Smith, 
independent newsagents, Borders, 
HMV, Fopp, Virgin Megastores, 
Waterstones and all good record shops 
the week beginning 2 April 2007. If 
you have difficulty finding a copy, please 
enquire at your local record shop. For 
independent newsagents, you can ask 
them to order it at the counter, or email 
andrews@warnersgroup.co.uk 
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the true report 



Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Thorn Dowse 



Three compilations that unearth the secret history of American roots 



Various: I Belong To This Band: Eighty-Five Years 
Of Sacred Harp Recordings (Dust-To-Digital) 
Various: Desperate Man Blues: Discovering The 
Roots Of American Music (Dust-To-Digital) 
Various: How Low Can You Go?: Anthology Of 
The String Bass (1 925-1 941 ) (Dust-To-Digital) 

Sacred Harp singing takes its name from the 1 844 
songbook The Sacred Harp. It is a participatory, 
communal form of sacred (Protestant) choral music, 
most commonly practised in the white Southern 
regions of the USA; no instruments, with the four 
sections of the choir arranged in a square with 
facing rows - using block notes (notes shaped 

You can almost taste 
the bare white colonial 
walls and stark pews 

as triangles, squares, etc) to assist sight reading. 
The emphasis isn't on melody so much as the 
interplay between the various fugues and rhythms: 
to untrained ears, the harmonic complex can sound 
curiously atonal and featureless, the individual 
subsumed into a strictly formal whole. The actual 
quality of the recordings is strange, too -the way 
the silences behind the singers resonate so strongly. 
You can almost taste the emptiness of these rooms, 
the bare white colonial walls and stark pews. 

I Belong To This Band collects together 
practitioners ranging from informal family circles 
to all-day conventions, to the more gospel- 
influenced, from 1 922 to the present day. There's 
a sharp delineation in approach over the years: 
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veering from the severe (and crackly) recordings of 
the Twenties and Thirties (The Denson Quartet's 
'Christian Soldier 57') to 2006 choir Henagar-Union 
Sacred Harp Convention ('Antioch 277'), whose 
voices flow and counter-flow into one another in 
a manner reminiscent of Electrelane's 'The Valleys'. 

I think I'm attracted to this music because it 
feels so other; with its severe shapes and endlessly 
repeated motifs it's as focused and outside of 
mainstream culture as the most feral of black metal 
outfits or self-obsessed of Barlow acolytes. And in its 
strict adherence to its form it feels curiously joyless - 
as if God and the church are just another tribulation 
to be suffered alongside birth, work and death. 

" Up until 1 950 you had a recording of a 
live performance," Joe Bussard explains in the 
sleevenotes to the exemplary 1 9-track collection 
Desperate Man Blues. " It was right from mic to disc. 
There was no dubbing. Now everything is fake. It all 
ended about 1 950 when tape recorders started to 
be popular..." Sound like anathema to your finely 
tuned ears? Hell, no. What has Jack White been on 
his whole life if not a quest to capture the crackle 
and hiss, the feral blast and jangling insouciance of 
Blind Wille McTell's 1 2-string 'Statesboro Blues', of 
Lonnie Johnson's maudlin 'Death Valley Is Half Way 
To My Home', of Gitfiddle Jim, Floyd Ming And 
His Pep Steppers, Tennessee Messarounders and 
a host of other eccentrically-named souls from the 
early 20th Century? 

This is an incredible collection, puttogether by 
obsessive collector Bussard. It includes the record 
that won Uncle Bunt Stephen the Henry Ford 
Fiddling Contest, 'Sail Away Lady', Clarence Ashley 
with his claw hammer banjo, and possibly the rarest 



record in the world, Cleve Reed and Harvey Hull's 
'Original Stack O' Lee Blues'. Are you on a quest 
for the extreme, the shock of the new? Maybe you 
should be after the shock of the old. And, of course, 
the irony of this all now being available on CD isn't 
lost on anyone... 

Three-CD box set How Low Can You Go? is even 
more sharply focused - making a case for the stand- 
up bass being the "connecting tissue of that flex- 
muscle pulse that begat rock'n'roll, twixt the jazz 
backbeat and the power riff" (Eddie Dean). The 
accompanying 1 00-page booklet details its history 
-from its origins in 1 5th Century Italy through the 
way it supplanted the tuba as the bass instrument 
of choice in America in the Thirties, to its eventual 
replacement by "synthesised bass loops", bewailing 
the resultant loss of humanity while eulogising its 
glory years. From the bluegrass swing of Knoxville 
fiddle band Roy Acuff And His Crazy Tennesseeans 
to the ruinous jazz of the Harlem Hot Shots and 
black bottom-stomping Jones And Collins Astoria 
Hot Eight, there's way more than enough material 
for the craziest Lindy Hop party you've ever seen. 

Disc three is entirely given over to ragtime/ 
jazz pioneer Bill Johnson (1872-1 972) -slapping, 
squeezing, plucking, wrenching and cajoling his 
instrument in a variety of upbeat combos such as 
State Street Ramblers, Junie C Cobb And His Grains 
Of Corn and of course, Tampa Red's unforgettable 
Hokum Jug Band. Bill was well-known for the 
cheerful hollers that punctuated his propulsive bass 
with disarming regularity: he was most famously 
the man who shouted "Oh, play that thing!" on 
'Dipper Mouth Blues'. As ever, another incredible 
set of compilations from Dust-To-Digital. 



albums reissues 



The Almanac Singers 



Which Side Are You On: The Best Of 
(Rev-Ola) 

Pete Seeger formed the Almanac Singers 
in 1 940 as a platform for leftwing protest. 
Over the subsequent two years they played 
houses, union halls, communist rallies and 
bookstores, raised money to release their 
records independently (there's a case to 
be made for the Almanacs being the first 
alternative group) and welcomed Woody 
Guthrie into their ranks before breaking 
up on the road for the only reasons worth 
breaking up for- ideological intransigence 
and party-political argument.Thiscomp tells 
their engrossing story from their faltering 
attempts at self-penned sea shanties and 
worksongs through to the righteous red ire 
of their later work -all fascinating stuff, 
particularly when contextualised with 
WWII, the American Communist Party's 
manoeuvres around Stalin's foreign policy 
and Guthrie's emergence as a phenomenal 
singer-songwriter. Curiously poignant 
polemics and plenty of blue-collar guilt. 
Go get. 
Neil Kulkarni 



Bewitched 



The Worst Poetry Of 1 986-1 993 
(BBGun) 

Industrial noise from NYC embellished by 
sweet little asides - a Shangri-La's sample 
here, an aircraft taking off there - that recalls 
the heavier excesses of Killdozer (say) or 
one of that ol' Amphetamine Reptile crew. 
Drum-led, as you'd expect from underground 
rock magazine BB Gun publisher Bob Bert - 
Bewitched's mainstay and former drummer 
with Sonic Youth, Boss Hog and Pussy 
Galore. It's darkly psychedelic, as well, 
occupying the fertile, festering middle- 
ground between Bert's former groups and 
something more worrying, a drugs-free Royal 
Trux perhaps? Stand out 'Hey White Homey' 
is as malignant as even Action Swingers, and 
man -that's some nasty. 
Everett True 



Bngitte Bardot 



And God Created Woman (el) 

Jane Fonda famously described the scene 
where Brigitte Bardot danced barefoot on 
the table in her husband RogerVadim's 1 956 
film And God Created Woman as, "The first 
cinematic blowfor women's liberation". 
Effortlessly erotic, the film caused scandal 
and made a sex symbol out of its lascivious, 
pouting star (despite her role as a homeless, 
vulnerable waif) - and helped usher in the 
French NewWave.The accompanying 
mambo jazz soundtrack is suitably steamy 
- cool saxophones and sweeping violins 
playing hot and cold behind Bardot's sultry 
narration. It's kinda disposable - easy 
listening for the tiki set - but Bardot's voice 
gives it a certain extra oooomph. 
Everett True 



Glenn Branca 



Indeterminate Activity Of Resultant 
Masses (Atavistic) 

The case against Branca is made here in 
a notorious recorded interview with John 
Cage, conducted by Wim Mertens at 
Chicago's Lake Michigan in 1 982. Over 
the space of 1 8 minutes, against a strangely 
hypnotically looping backdrop of tugboat 
horns, Cage -sounding like a wizened 
Truman Capote - denounces Branca 's music 



as "fascistic", maintains he "wouldn't 
want to live in that society", and generally 
postulates that the human race has no future 
if that is the music it produces. 

The Branca piece he had seen performed 
was Indeterminate Activity Of Resultant 
Masses, issued here for the first time 
since being recorded in 1 981 .A 1 0-piece 
version of Branca 's "guitar army", including 
Thurston Moore and Lee Ranaldo, produce 
an overwhelming 3 1 -minute tidal wave 
of sheet metal, increasing in density and 
mass, occasionally splintering into spindly 
whirlpools before staggering to a calamitous 
self-destruct finale. Played at appropriate 
volume, it sounds like a spatial invasion of 
the possibilities of sound. Cage's words, 
which he would to some extent later retract, 
come across as the weary splutterings of 
a bewildered man. 
Euan Andrews 



The Chrome Cranks 



Diabolic Boogie: Singles, Demos & 
Rarities 1992 BC-1998 AD (Atavistic) 

Primal, instinct-driven garage rock hauled, 
gills still flapping, from the primordial soup 
of early-Nineties Ohio. Never famous, barely 
even cult, The Chrome Cranks nonetheless 
mark a point where several gnarled, blasted 
family trees wind their roots together: 
sometime bassist Jerry Teel also played 
in Boss Hogg and cranked up alongside 
Jon Spencer and Russell Simins in the 
Honeymoon Killers; drummer circa '94, 
Bob Bert, has hammered the skins for 
Sonic Youth and Pussy Galore. But for all 
the Cranks' obscurity, covers of AC/DC's 
'Dog Eat Dog' and Daniel Johnston's 'The 
Devil In Texas' unfurl all hot and moist, like 
still-palpitating animal viscera pulled straight 
from the ribcage. 
Louis Pattison 



Georges Delerue 



Le Cinema de Francois Truffaut 
(Universal France) 

Composer Georges Delerue was a persistent 
collaborator over Francois Truffaut's career 
from his sophomore picture Tirezsurla 
Pianiste onwards. Although he didn't score 
each and every film, his music has perhaps 
come to define Truffaut's aural landscapes. 
Comparing his famous score for Jean-Luc 
Godard's Le Mepris, it becomes clear that 
Delerue had a passion and understanding 
in approaching a director's work. Where 
Godard's hard cuts from sheer walls of 
beauty have a sense of modernism, the 
Truffaut pieces are softer, more classically 
tinted, at times even pastoral. Less a series 
of cues than a full-blooded journey through 
a distinct body of film work, the pieces here 
are evocative in their own right, warranting 
repeated listens outside of the cinema they 
relate to. 
Stewart Gardiner 



Diagram Brothers 



Some Marvels Of Modern Science 
(LTM) 

Here are the facts. Diagram Brothers existed 
between 1 979 and 1 982, were signed to 
Buzzcocks' New Hormones label - yes, 
they were from Manchester -released 
three singles and one album, and played 
a dissonant, jagged, discordant form of 
Pavlovian post-punk not a million miles 
dissimilar to their peers Gang Of Four, 
Dislocation Dance andTalking Heads that 



Ennio Morricone 

Morricone In The Brain (Bella Casa) 

The sheer number of Morricone comps available at any one time is impressive 
and mind-boggling: not only can you pick up collections arranged according 
to genre or the soundtracks' relative fame or obscurity, there are also ones 
like this, which attempt to collate the composer's work according to a stylistic 
quality. In The Brain hones in on the 'psychedelic' qualities of Morricone's 
Sixties and Seventies work, indicated by use of electronic instruments, 
'trippy' effects and so on. Far out! Except that, well . . .first off, the thing 
with Morricone is that everything he's ever composed, pretty much, is 
psychedelic: intense, hyperreal and disconcerting, whether featuring Moog 
or full orchestra. Second, if you want Morricone in your brain, the best way 
is via some well-chosen whole soundtracks, not extracted themes. 

There are some great moments here, though: ones that will have you 
seeking out the full OST of La Califfa (represented by spine-tingling choral 
microtones reminiscent of Ligeti), Curore di Mamma ('Ninna Nanna Per 
Adulteri' - gotta love those titles - is a looping, lovely wordless lament 
for solo voice, tinkling toy or possibly prepared piano and soft strings) 
and La Scoperta Dell'America, all tribal, percolating pitter-patters of 
woodblock, synth and concrete sound. For those in search of cheaper thrills, 
'Gli Scatenati' from // Gatto layers up a compulsive bassline, mewing guitars 
and sleazy Hammond into an itchy jumble of feline unrest, while a deranged 
Moog ragtime tune with sex noises might possibly lead Jean-Jacques Perrey's 
more perverse fans to check out the whole of Trio Infernale, 
Frances Morgan 
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was self-defined as 'discordo', a music made 
to a strict formula. . .all the beats simple rock 
or disco. 'Discordo' was also the title of their 
finest single, an abrasive and funky tongue- 
in-cheek deconstruction of modern music, 
backed bythe equally cheeky'My Dinner'. 
The reissue includes all the above, plus 
a German EP. Sweet. 
Jerry Thackray 



Paula Frazer and Tarnation 



Now It's Time (Birdman) 

Paula Frazer's sometimes solo/sometimes 
fronting a band career gets nicely resolved 
with this release - if Frazer isTarnation, then 
why not go for broke? Her honey-sweet 
twang remains a fine calling card, and 
if anything she seems to have been an 
influence on groups like Brightblack Morning 
Light, whom songs like 'August's Song' call 
to mind. The lightertone of 'Bitter Rose', 
music-box piano and gentle guitar, is a 
classic bait-and-switch on an emotional 
level thanks to the hopeful yet resigned 
lyrics, while the strings on 'First Sign' makes 
for an emotional high point that calls to mind 
that the most dramatic country hits of the 
Sixties and Seventies. 'Shadows', meanwhile, 
needs to be the concluding number on the 
best darkly romantic movie of the year, 
whatever it is. 
Ned Raggett 



Goldenboy 



Blue Swan Orchestra (Split) 

The grandiose orchestrals of The Arcade 
Fire continue to gobble resistance wherever 
there are fey kids to hear their call. The indie 
equation for Californian pair Goldenboy is 
somewhat simpler. Bringing it back to basics, 
their sweet larynxes and ivory tinkles emit 
more than a hint of late buddy Elliott Smith - 
who guests on 'Summertime' - plus echoes 
of Morrissey and Belle And Sebastian's 
Fragile: Do Not Bend extremities. Naturally, 
that can only end in heartbreakingly brittle 
melancholia, although not without passing 
flashes where, as on 'Babydoll', the 
syrup spills over into a sticky puddle of 
overindulgence.That said, the greatest 
compliment Blue Swan Orchestra demands 
is that, five years since its original release, 
it now sounds approximately the same span 



ahead of its time. And for a legion of Smith 
fans that's grown innumerably since the 
singer's tragic demise, the curio value also 
ups this album's timely relevance. 
Adam Anonymous 



Wide Open (Aztec) 

Firstly, it takes balls to call yourself that. 
But not only do KJ have what it takes in the 
nether regions, they got mystical song forms 
and lissom licks that are hirsute as hell. 
Like the title suggests, Wide Open is classic 
rock at its most expansive. Unloved on its 
release in 7 1 , Wide Open presents a Sydney 
band too wise for the times. This reissue plays 
like some brilliant lost classic from Cream, 
with its sweeping fretboard delights and 
pretty guitar patterns blossoming over 
the singer's commanding bellow and the 
drummer's wicked jazz style. The Jute have 
a highly advanced ear for bejewelled guitar 
tones not unlike dolphins using sonar to 
scout trouble in the Tasman. Lyrically there's 
thoughts on love, nautical metaphors 
aplenty and ruminations on medieval 
life, hey, what more do you want? 
Shane Moritz 



Manicured Noise 



Northern Stories 1978-80 
(Caroline True) 

The dark Manchester tower blocks may be 
forbidding, austere monoliths, but inside 
a punk-funk party of the highest order is 
underway. In 1 978, NME writer and ex- 
Flowers Of Romance member Steven Walsh 
quit the capital's toonytime degradation 
of punk and hit the North in search of the 
real deal. He joined Manicured Noise, a 
jazzpunkgroovesaxmachine of a band with 
an all-girl rhythm section; Ornette Coleman, 
Television and Chic as influences; all topped 
off by 'structuralist' lyrics dealing with the 
labyrinthine twists and tangles open to the 
modern urbanite. Could it be any more post- 
punk? Sadly, they didn't last long, imploding 
after just a couple of singles. This CD gathers 
together most of their recorded material 
along with live tracks and a BBC session for 
David 'Kid' Jensen. Fine mystery sounds from 
the detritus on the Factory floor. 
Euan Andrews 
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A celebration of 
neuroses, self- 
doubt, and 
human 
weakness 




ego maniacs 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Illustration: John Gambino 

Whitehouse 

Cruise (Susan Lawly) 

If you believe everything Whitehouse have espoused in 
their 27-year career you'll believe they're violent sexual 
deviants who adore serial killers and the Holocaust and 
get hard over the idea of women eating shit. Ultimately, 
though, it's not especially helpful to take Whitehouse 
atface value. Founded in 1980 by William Bennett, a 
member of abrasive post-punks Essential Logic who came 
to the conclusion guitars were "loathsome wanking 
instruments", Whitehouse were conceived as a step 
into the unknown, De Sade-inspired noise minimalists 
wringing the neck of taboos because they were there. 

Come 2001 , the world had - perhaps worryingly - 
come round to Whitehouse's way of thinking. Hailed as 
the instigators of 'power electronics', a grimy little cult 
of bedroom losers playing out fantasies of murdering 
prostitutes on limited cassette tapes, Whitehouse - 
now Bennett, Philip Best, and Peter Sotos - had become 
a byword fortransgressive art long after the concept 
had reached its use-by-date. Whitehouse needed a fresh 
portal, and the door that opened was Cruise. Reissued 
here on 1 80gm vinyl, the first in a full vinyl catalogue 
reissue (1 980's vestigial Birthdeath Experience and 1 981 's 
underrated Total Sex follow), Cruise sees Whitehouse 
turn on their fulcrum. Gone is the rumbling analogue 
machinery of the past, replaced by crisp high-end 
laptop scree. Vocals, once buried amid an avalanche of 
distortion, leap to the forefront, hysterical screeds packed 
with churning imagery, laced with poisonous questions. 
And gone is any emphasis on physical violence. Cruise is 
an album about emotion, or specifically, the point where 
language and emotion intersect; as the opening 'Cruise 
(Force The Truth)' puts it: "No bruises/No cuts nor plaster 
casts"- slipped lock on a closed world of pain. 

And what a world of pain: 'Cruise (Force The Truth)' 
roars into life, Bennett and Best passing the mic like a 
tag-team atop undulating digital noise, like swallowing 
a cocktail of crystal meth and rat poison and sticking your 
head in a wasp's nest. Notably, it's the first appearance of 



a now common Whitehouse vocal technique of rapid-fire 
questions derived from auditing, a Scientology procedure 
designed to break down will and dissolve ego ("What 
does sex mean toyou?" rants Best. "Does alcohol help? 
Do you feel depressed afterwards?"). Similar is 'Princess 
Disease', the locked diaries and dirty laundry baskets 
of a casual sex-life ransacked by prurient imaginations, 
a verbal assault apparently aimed at those who make 
a fetish of victimhood; while 'Movement 2000' updates 
the periodic Whitehouse salute, an electric noise 
interlude that soaps the walls for Cruise's second phase. 

'Public' is where Cruise gets problematic. An audio 
collage of emergency calls collated and edited by Peter 
Sotos, the American author notorious for his interest in 
violent pornography and paedophilia, it's as unpleasant 
as you'd expect. Sotos' work maybe had a frisson when 
transgression was an aim in itself, but here it sounds 
one-dimensional, gratuitous misery for pain junkies. 
Whitehouse dumped Sotos after 2003's Birdseed; their 
2006 album Asceticists was better for it. 

Beyond 'Scapegoat', another burst of instrumental 
noise, lay two tracks that offered clues to Whitehouse's 
new, divergent paths through the human psyche. Silent 
but for the muted bustle of a shopping mall, 'Dance The 
Desperate Breath' is a chilling tale of starving a kidnapee 
in delicious detail; read closer though, and it's a wicked 
metaphor for anorexia ("No protein, no fat, no binge/ 
Parmesan cheese is not OK"), Bennett's whisper 
menacing and seductive, the voice of that habit you 
can't shake. Finally, there's 'A Cunt Like You'. Part set- 
piece on human aging, part splenetic tirade against 
the cosmetics industry, it's Whitehouse at their most 
hysterical and carnivalesque -the sound of Derek And 
Clive finally snapping and revving up the chainsaws. 

Cruise is vicious, unpleasant -but massively powerful: 
an attempt to untangle the darker strands of human 
emotion that operates like a shock to a cataleptic's 
temple. Surely, Bennett and Best would roll their eyes at 
the notion they're some sort of industrial social workers. 
But to dismiss them as swaggering noise bullies is to 
miss the point. Cruise is an extended hand, invitation 
to a celebration of neuroses, self-doubt, and human 
weakness. It's the sound of being alive, cunt. A life right 
there, if you're willing to grasp it. 



Mint Royale 



Pop Is... (Faith And Hope) 

Pop fans have a lot to thank Mint Royale 
for. Their remix of 'Tequila' mercifully made 
Terrorvision enough money to never have 
to make another album, and although 
Kenickie were good in their own way, 
it wasn't until Mint Royale put Lauren 
Laverne on the shimmering piece of pop 
perfection that is 'Don't Falter' the world 
realised her greatness. Would XFM have 
taken as much notice of her without it? 
I think not. 

It's not all gravy though -'Kenny's 
Last Dance' and 'Sexiest Man In Jamaica' 
sound dated already, the kind of thing that 
the likes of Fatboy Slim could program in his 
sleep, and as their take on The Stone Roses' 
'Elephant Stone' shows, you just can't polish 
a turd, even if you douse it in lush strings. 
Natalie Boxall 



The Frozen Borderline: 1968-1970 
(Rhino UK) 

Nico should have been a ye-ye girl. She had 
all the makings of those French popettes, 
the chiseled cheekbones, the modelling 
slash acting career. Even within the avant 
garde edginess of The Velvet Underground 
she was cast as 'the face'. But she set 
out to cultivate an anti-blonde version of 
herself, with a deepTeutonic contrariness. 
Consequently, her legacy is like a post- 
traumatic breakdown of what those happy 
Anglo-American wannabes, and the decade 
they represented, stood for. The persistent 
harmonium and classical instrumentation 
that brood throughout her post-Velvets 
compositions are a bitter, scornful mockery 
of the rhythm and blues-based popular 
musicthat defined much of the Sixties. 
Recorded over three days with John 
Cale, The Marble Index is a stark contrast 
to the altogether sweeter, pop folk of 
Nico's first solo album, Chelsea Girl. Paired 
herewith Desertshore, which includes 
musicfrom a film she made with Philippe 
Garrel, it attests to the falseness of cliched 
descriptions of Nico's froideur: if her 
voice is at all icy, it's mainly in the cracks. 
More importantly, it is also soft as snow 
and warm inside. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



The Triff ids 



In The Pines/Calenture (Domino) 

The reissue program for The Triff ids continues 
with the two follow-ons from Born Sandy 
Devotional. They couldn't be more of 
a contrast - 1 986's In the Pines came 
from a loose week of recording in a remote 
Australian sheep shed, capturing inspirations 
from classic country in both covers and 
general sound. The feeling's light, playful 
but with the occasional serious lyric, with 
the snippets of chatter and discussion 
a logical element rather than a distraction. 

The following year's Calenturewas 
a classic troubled major-label debut with 
initial sessions going nowhere and more 
than a few of the final songs sounding 
all too of their time thanks to the reverb. 
(And frankly, the saxophone on 'Hometown 
Farewell Kiss' calls Nothing Like The Sun- 
era Sting too easily to mind). But there are 
songs on there worth the hearing, with 
string-drenched arrangements not far 
removed from where Tindersticks would 
later end up, while the bonus disc of 
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breaking the ice 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: Adrian Fleet 

Magazine 

Real Life/Secondhand Daylight/The Correct Use Of 
Soap/ Magic, Murder And The Weather (Universal) 
Howard Devoto 

Jerky Versions Of The Dream (Universal) 

God, but Magazine were horrible, weren't 
they? Brilliantly horrible. Their songs were 
treacherous not-quite-pop. Even at their most 
harmonious, they remained unlovable. It was 
partly the way they defaced punkwith prog 
embellishments and stripped down funk to its 
most mechanistic basics. It was partly the way 
theirsinger not only sneered and snarled as 
the era dictated, but also shuddered and 
whined, about nihilism, paranoia and icy 
date-rape. It was most of al I the way that there 
were no chinks in their armour; no gulps of 
vulnerability; no real confrontation - instead, 
there's the unsettling sound of avoidance. 

Music 'about' our failure to connect isn't 
unusual, but music that sonically reflects the 
sordid reality of being in that state is more 
rare, mainly because it's not much fun to listen 
to. Magazine managed to make the not-f un 
sound kind of fun, while reminding you that 
fun wasn't really fun at all. Got that? Then 
you've probably already got these records. 

After just one single with Buzzcocks, singer 
Howard Devoto, "tired of noise and short 
of breath", left in '77 to form the firmly 
'post-punk', sonically ambitious Magazine. 



So it's no surprise that their 1 978 debut kicks 
off with art-rock rampage 'Definitive Gaze', 
its plonky piano recalling Bowie's 'Aladdin 
Sane', and unveils, with a fuck-you flourish, 
guitar and sax solos in subsequent tracks. But 
while Devoto clearly saw himself as fashion- 
forward, leaving behind a scene that had 
barely started, Real Life is notable in sounding 
like it's from the early Seventies. It references 
Bowie in the dissolute piano and the sort of 
rocked-up, Heroes-ish appropriation of Neu! 
and Kraftwerk - but what it recalls most is the 
early, energetic and best period of Roxy Music. 

While Real Life tempered the band's prog 
leanings with cast-iron songwriting, 1 979 
follow-up Secondhand Daylight is bloody- 
mindedly unpleasant in a way that made it 
a late-teen favourite of mine. By the time 
I heard it, the record was almost the same 
age as me, but immeasurably more depraved: 
I aspired to its hatefucky depths. Its perverse 
opacity still sounds like a two-fingered salute 
to punk's directness. There are hardly any, you 
know, songs, bar boisterous single 'Rhythm 
Of Cruelty' and Eno/Talking Heads-ish 'Back 
To Nature': instead, there are murky ideas, 
fragments skilfully assembled by Dave 
Formula's synths, Barry Adamson's slippery 
bass and John McGeoch's black-ice guitars. 
The lyrics make little sense, but convey a 
convincing mise-en-scene of suspicious sex, 
existential confusion and doomed plans. 

Next up was 1 980's 'return to form', The 
Correct Use Of Soap. Magazine had hauled 
themselves out of the permafrost and into 



somewhere brighter and cleaner. And funkier: 
John Doyle's drumming buoys up every track 
with a Liebezeit bounce, and Adamson comes 
into his own on deliciously confident bass. 
There's even a hard-edged version of Sly 
Stone's 'Thank You (FalettinmeBe Mice Elf 
Again)' that's echoed in the call-and-response 
grooves of the band's own material. 

Magic, Murder And The Weather, 
Magazine's final album, is the oddest of 
the lot. 'About The Weather' is a Motown 
pastiche that almost achieves some of the 
New Pop bliss of The Associates. But Devoto 
is no Billy Mackenzie, and his attempt at joy 
winds up somewhere intriguingly synthetic 
and poignant. If the whole album were 
composed of such robotic, ghostly soul power, 
it'd be their lost classic. However, other 
than 'Come Alive' (jaunty and Numanoid), 
Magic, Murder... sleepwalks into a state of 
disconnected proficiency, and then, three 
years after the group's inception, it's all over. 

We end with the Devoto/Formula curio 
Jerky Versions Of The Dream (1 983). Where 
Magazine always seemed to take some care 
over production, building a distinctive 'mood' 
for each album, the sound on this one just 
can't be salvaged by a quality remastering 
job: it's cloying and kind of stringy on the ear. 
There are moments of unexpected inspiration 
(the camp, euphoric 'Rainy Season'), but there 
aren't enough doses of Magazine's awkward 
bastard anti-charm to satisfy the misanthrope 
in me. But she is quite hard to please, the 
misanthrope. I mean, she just hates most stuff. 



rehearsals and earlier takes provides an 
enjoyable alternate experience. 
Ned Raggett 



From Brussels With Love (LTM) 

In November 1 980, for a couple of weeks 
certainly, this was the Grail. Originally 



available only as a 'deluxe' cassette/book 
(more like a tacky plastic-cased A5 
confabulation), the first release on uber-hip 
Belgian label Les Disques du Crepuscule, this 
compilation contained not only an ultra-rare 
A Certain Ration track (briefly, the downbeat 
Gothic equal to Factory label-mates Joy 
Division) but New Order's first post-Curtis 



recording, as the backing band to sensitive 
romantic type Kevin Hewick. Plus, there were 
a host of international avant-garde and new 
wave names, ranging from Harold Budd, 
John Foxx and Bill Nelson to composer 
Michael Nyman and future MTV knob-head 
Richard Jobson. Back in the days when music 
critics believed they could change the world, 



this was feted as, " Modern poetry, the 
sharpest, shiniest collection of experiences", 
vaguely thought of as 'futurist', without 
ever quite knowing why. Almost three 
decades on, it still stands (minus the A 
Certain Ratio track, sadly) as a fascinating 
document of the times. 
Siobhan Marshall 
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reality check 



Words: Neil Kulkarni 

Illustration: Ryan Peltier 



Neil Kulkarni takes to the sofa for mid-morning chav-bullying and cable channel adultery 



From: Neil Kulkarni 
Sent: 30 January 2007 10:07 
To: Duty Off ice 
Subject: re: Jeremy Kyle 

Ullo there, 

Just wondering if Jeremy Kyle has had any thoughts 
of running for political office - I'm sure his policies 
of shooting unemployed people, gassing errant 
mothers and bullying the defenceless will garner 
him huge support in a country hungry for a pint- 
sized Hitler of his public standing. Imagine how 
successful he'll be on the hustings/in the despatch 
box! If someone disagrees with him he can do his 
normal shtick of l-can-shout-the-loudest/general 
verbal intimidation until he gets his way! Precisely 
the kind of blinkered, Daily W\a\\-reading, 
aggressively bigoted poison-spewer the nation 
deserves! Huzzah Huzzah ! He's got my vote! 
Love, 

Neil Kulkarni 
Coventry 

Dear Neil 

Thank you for your email. Your comments have 

been added to the IJVDuty Log which will be seen 

by the Jeremy Kyle production office and senior 

management. 

Regards, 

DUTY OFFICER 

Still no reply, but was that me Jez was referring to 
in this morning's edition when he raised an eyebrow 
(turning his forehead into that thick knot that's 
extracted the truth from the most recalcitrant chavs 



watching the playful puppets on kids TV or the 
pathetic puppets paraded across the morning news. 
You need a shot of 'reality', sure, a snapshot of the 
world you're either gonna fearfully foray into or 
judiciously avoid all day, and what better person 
to show you the way t'ings are than a dwarf in 
a grey suit who speaks entirely from his own moral 
gag-reflex, whose mouth moves in wonderfully 
hateful shapes before his brain has a chance to 
engage, empathise or understand. 

Kyle's agility as a presenter, his ease in switching 
from earnest compassion to even-more earnest 
contempt relies upon something his predecessors 
(Vanessa, Trisha) never had - a genuine, inhuman 
lack of interest in human pain. Kyle's universe, 
you suspect, has never extended beyond the 
playground (in which he was doubtless de-trousered 
and humiliated daily). What he wants to see now 
is playground-justice in his hands. Crucial to the 
Jeremy Kyle Show's success is the notion that there 
are baddies and goodies so venal and vulnerable, 
the 'justice' enacted in his plywood chamber of 
truth has to be visibly mob-handed, and rightfully 
so. The applause and cheers Kyle gets on-air 
whenever he calls upon the mob (who he refers 
to as either "taxpayers" or "ladies and gentlemen") 
is unmistakeably relieved, similarly gladdened, as 
he is, that in a country where witch-burning and 
public corporal punishment are banned, here is 
a forum in which the ancient values of suspicion, 
bitterness and prejudice can exist untrammelled 
by petty notions of PC or accuracy. 

So we get asylum-seekers booed on sight, 
errant parents named/shamed/blamed/asked 
to justify their continued existence, drug addicts 



air now, told to shut-up by torn o' bedlams half his 
age and credit-rating, the other day some woefully 
monosyllabic wife-beating drong told him to "stop 
being so clever" . What's happening is that future 
guests are getting wise, deliberately kicking off 
in pre-show hotels to garner deeper coverage, 
inviting researchers to their rooms to goggle them 
chasing the dragon next to their new-borns. The 
uncomfortable moments when Kyle's open-up- 
and-say, "I deserve to die" transatlantic insistence 
on 'honesty' rubs up against good ol' stalwart 
Brit silence are getting more and more frequent. 
Thankfully, he doesn't engage in that ol' Trisha 
trick of making people turn their chairs around to 
confront their mutual loathing- invariably that'd 
always lead to the kind of stilted, shuffling non- 
exchange typical of yer average Sunday pub and 
your average married couple. But he's definitely 
getting increasingly exasperated and increasingly 
convinced of his own Solomon-like ability to right 
wrongs. There's a palpable feel that all this hostility 
and revulsion can't keep coming from Kyle and not 
get batted back - and that sense that at any given 
moment someone just might kick his pointy head in 
keeps me watching with even-more baited breath. 

Far less British, but far more satisfying is 
Cheaters (LivingTV, 6pm or RealityTV every 
goddamn night) - a tickler of a private-dick/public- 
shame double-header that enables punters to hire 
gumshoes to follow partners suspected of infidelity. 
Presented with a mixture of scientific steel and 
warm-fuzzy-muppetry by bespectacled seeker-of- 
truth Joey Greco, the show takes testimony from 
the suspicious injured party, compiles a dossier of 
digi-cam evidence (usually involving folk slobbering 



There's a feeling throughout the Jeremy Kyle Show that 
he's decided to drive his Toyata Yaris into the shittiest 
area of town and shout abuse at the underclass 



in Britain) and said he, "Gets a lot of complaints 
about the way guests are treated " ? 

Gratifyingly, he then went on to call a proud, 
nervous teen single mum a "moron" for not using 
contraception, an unemployed young father 
a "waste of space" and a middle-aged alcoholic 
a "tart" and a "stain on the word 'mother'". 
There's a feeling throughout the Jeremy Kyle 
Show (9.25am ITV1 , every day) that he's decided 
to drive his Toyata Yaris into the shittiest area of 
town and shout abuse at the underclass - there's 
also an unshakeable feeling that we get the 
television and the presenters we deserve. If you're 
watching Jeremy Kyle, you're probably one of the 
people JK would most like to shake by the lapels 
into David Cameron's bold new dawn - so watching 
him berate the saps and outwit the witless, you 
feel an oddly warming sense of purpose to your 
purposelessness, a feeling that this is where us 
unemployables/poverty-trapped parents/alcoholics 
gather, to watch our kind get blindsided by those 
with better bank balances and a sense of moral 
forthrightness that'd make Himmler blush. 

The timing is crucial, of course -JK blows the 
froth off your brain that's accumulated through the 
previous hours' viewing, whether that's been spent 



sent further down the spiral. The force behind it is 
never help, assistance or care (no matter that Kyle 
blathers the usual haikus of concern - "We've all 
made mistakes", "Would you like counselling?" 
sometimes offered, sometimes brutally denied) but 
disposal, the chewing up of those unproductive 
human lives to lessen the burden on our progress. 

At 1 in the morning that's exactly how Britain 
feels. Oh sure, later, when the workers come 
home, telly can busy itself telling us what to eat and 
wear and buy, and we've a host of crypto-fascist 
underlings to whisper us towards another evening 
of immaculate consumption (Rich and Jude, Davina 
and Dermot, Kim and Aggie). At 1 in the morning, 
when it's just us wasters hanging around, we need 
ourselves pointed with an almost mechanical 
missile-silo-sureness at those we can feel better 
than, our basest urges to kill those we see strolling 
past our cave sated and realised by a Burtons- 
outfitted talk-radio refugee slightly to the right of 
Vlad the Impaler. And this side of Divorce Court 
(Living 8.30am), the perennially spiky Judge Judy 
(ITV2, 1 1 .30am) and the far too nice Trisha (Five, 
1 0.30am), Jeremy Kyle is the hardest fix going. 

So is the formula - but these are interestingly 
testy times for Kyle: frequently he's challenged on 



over each others' bad sports-duds in bowling alleys 
and rib-joints), shows the footage to their distressed 
clients and then jumps in a big black SUV for a cross- 
town confrontation at the scene of the crime. 

Of course, watching overgrown men 
windmilling at each other 's always good ferra 
laff (especially when one of them starts crying) 
but it's the genuine opportunity Cheaters gives its 
punters to enact their own justice, at street-level 
point of impact and source, that gives the show 
that sense of genuine 'reality' others lack- unlike 
most shows that deal with relationships, Cheaters 
knows that real love and real life are chocka with the 
most unreal, absurdly out-of-proportion situations 
and emotions you will ever find yourself in. There's 
more 'reality' in someone's fuckpad getting invaded 
by the screaming vengeance of a wronged lover and 
a 20-strong security/camera-crew than you'll ever 
find in the relative calmness of Jeremy Kyle holding 
someone's hand and telling them he 'cares'. 

Recently Greco was stabbed by one of the 
wayward paramours under exposure - 1 sincerely 
hope Kyle's fitting out his studios with the best 
metal-detectors his phone-lines can pay for or 
we'll never get to see him waving his salute from 
the steps of Number 1 0. It's the least we deserve. 
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at the movies 

Words: Dickon Edwards 

Abattoirs, aging slackers, anti-slavery campaigners, Scorsese 
machismo, 'anti-Americans'... this month's theatrical releases 







Fast Food Nation 

dir Richard Linklater, Hanway/Tartan, out 23 March 

Amazing Grace 

dir Michael Apted, Momentum, out 23 March 

A Guide To Recognizing Your Saints 

dir Dito Montiel, Revolver, out 2 March 

Dixie Chicks: Shut Up And Sing 

dir Barbara Kopple & Cecilia Peck, Momentum, 

out 16 March 

To adapt Eric Schlosser's expose on the MacBurger 
world, Fast Food Nation, Richard Linklater plumps 
for fact-based fiction over documentary. Where 
Supersize Me was about a perfectly comfortable 
man freely volunteering for his own experiment, 
Fast Food Nation is about characters who have no 
choice but to get involved at the unpleasant end of 
the plastic fork. The suffering of illegal immigrants 
as they risk their lives crossing the border is mirrored 
by the brutality of the jobs they've come for, riven 
with drug-demanding monotony, grisly accidents 
and institutionalised sexual harassment. 

With drama, you can get away with libel, mould 
the facts to fit your message, and plot narrative 
crescendos rather than force them. The danger, 
however, is the need for characters to spout the 




statistics, or react to the statistics, or be the statistics. 
The fictional people in Fast Food Nation areas 
exploited by the movie's factual drama format as 
much as the animals and humans are minced by 
the corporate machine in question. 

A taste of Geldoff ian ego is also added to the 
recipe with Avril Lavigne's acting debut and an 
uncredited cameo by Bruce Willis, upstaging the 
issues with a star-struck sense of, 'Ooh, look who's 
just popped up'. Still, there's a number of striking 
sequences, not least an eye-popping helicopter 
shot of field after field of doomed cows, seemingly 
without beginning or end. Best of all is the 
avuncular aging slacker (Ethan Hawke) who offers 
his niece $ 1 ,000 if she makes it to 2 1 without 



Characters who 
have no choice but 
to get involved at 
the unpleasant end 
of the plastic fork 



getting pregnant. He is a pure Linklater creation 
that at least represents an issue, and is thus the 
most successful character in the film. The inevitable 
abattoirfinale, filmed on a 'kill floor', is rightfully 
stomach-churning. Warning: some animals were 
very definitely hurt in the making of this movie. 
More stories behind a foodstuff -this time, 
sugar - are at hand with Amazing Grace, focusing 
on the life of anti-slavery campaigner William 
Wilberforce. Played by the pin-up friendly loan 
Gruffud, last seen as Mr Fantastic in Fantastic 
Four, this 1 8th Century superhero will doubtless 
be welcomed by school history teachers needing 
something to keep the kids awake. Singer Youssou 
N'Dour does an Avril Lavigne, though with 
somewhat more gravitas, as Olaudah Equiano, the 
former slave whose autobiography was one of the 



first published books by a black British writer. Well- 
intentioned if a little worthy and thinly characterised 
at times, Amazing Grace is still a vital tale. 

Smug anachronism spotting: the eponymous 
anthem wasn't married to its melody until after 
Wilberforce'sdeath. 

Sting's involvement with movies has rarely been 
welcomed as a credible move, but wife Trudie Styler 
puts the family resources to good use producing 
A Guide To Recognizing Your Saints. Drama 
shines a light on reality once more as writer-director 
Dito Montiel gets his gritty NYC Eighties upbringing 
off his chest. Cue lots of Scorsese machismo and 
swearing in sweaty vests, though Montiel just 
about manages to retain his individual slant on this 
cinematically over-exposed world. Robert Downey 
Jr channels Montiel in the present day; a pampered 
writer looking back at his roots with uneasy 
measures of guilt, relief and regret. 

Finally, to a documentary that enlightens a 
drama: Shut Up And Sing. Profiling the stadium 
country band Dixie Chicks falling (or rising) from 
their 2003 position as the biggest selling female 
group in US history, to their branding as anti- 
Americans and the subsequent battle to save 
their career and possibly their lives (when a death 
threat is received), there's less here about music 
and much about modern dissent in the land of 
free speech. Lead Chick Natalie Maines' fateful 
comment on the eve of the Iraq invasion is well- 
known: "We're against the war and we're ashamed 
that George W Bush is from Texas". But the movie 
puts it into its proper context: a onstage slice of 
cheeky banter during a gig at Shepherds Bush 
Empire (a "little barroom" to them). Slagging off 
the president is hardly a big deal in the more easily 
anti-authoritarian UK. But to grasp fully how Ms 
Maines' single utterance resulted in quite so much 
bother, and to find out her follow-up quip onstage 
when they returned to the Shep Bush Empire in 
2006 (a brilliant last line for the movie), you'll have 
to see this film. 

And if you do, you'll also note that Rick Rubin's 
dog looks exactly like Rick Rubin. 



media 




dir David Lynch, 2001, Optimum, 146 mins 

Mulholland Drive snakes along the crest of the Santa Monica 
mountains, providing views of Hollywood to one side and the 
valley on the other. There are precipitous drops but with the 
view comes an oversight of a complicated and beautiful city. 
Something's just not right though; whether this is due to the 
amnesia suffered at the beginning/end of the film by Rita/ 
Diane or not, may cause bewilderment. 

Ostensibly a tale about an aspiring actress's move to 
LA and her change in fortunes as the city envelopes her, 
there are dual narrative threads which weave around 
each other, blurring fact and fantasy. This is a captivatingly 
sleek trip-noir of a movie which plunges the viewer into 
a hypnagogic state as characters merge and identities shift, 
the textural smoothness and seamlessness of the action 
conspiring to mask the movie's peculiar relationship with 
time and space. 

Hollywood is dissected; Lynch balances the magic of a city 
whose existence centres round creativity, spontaneity and 
sensuality with illusions of an omniscient, patriarchal and 
corrupt film industry in which world the willingness to change 
or lose yourself is explored. By the end, one senses one might 
have been spiked or tricked, although Mulholland Drive's 
true alchemy really starts to take effect days after the event. 
Chris Anderson 




dir Shane Meadows, Optimum, 2006, 1 00 mins 

When right wing skinhead Combo (Stephen Richards) returns 
to his decrepit Midlands town, the oafish but likeable existing 
skins find their lives disrupted by an extreme and unwanted 
political agenda. Among them is dazzling 1 2-year-old lead 
Shaun (ThomasTurgoose), whose father was recently killed 
in the Falklands conflict and seeks solace in the rhetoric and 
camaraderie offered by Combo. What follows makes for the 
best British film in years. 

Meadows has explored similar themes before - his 
underrated A Room For Romeo Brass looked at that point 
when a childhood idyll is intruded upon by adult violence, 
while Dead Man's Shoes considered bullying in a stifling 
smalltown. But it's the attention to the detail of 1 983, via 
news reports, culture (Roland Rat, Rubik's cubes, Two-Tone 
kids and Boy George wannabes) and music (an excellent 
rude boy reggae soundtrack) that gives This Is England \Xs 
own voice, while the skinheads eschew stereotyping. Instead, 
Meadows shows these no-hope Thatcher's children as having 
compassion and a conscience despite the selfish society and 
oppressive environment of concrete underpasses and shitty 
housing into which they fester. 

Even when illustrating the hypocrisy and inarguable 
contradictions of a reggae-loving '68 original skin, Richards' 
unhinged alpha male Combo has traces of humanity within 
his barely containable inner conflicts. As a document of life 
in Britain in the Eighties, This Is England 'is exemplary - as 
an extended commentary on the reality behind the sheen 
of today's multiculturalism, it's unmatched. 
Ben Myers 




Jean-Pierre Melville set out his own terrain, arranged 
his own battlefield. A staunch individualist, he cut 
a bold path through French cinema between the 
late Forties and the early Seventies. Being an 
outsider was not a revolutionary act for Melville, 
it was merely his way. He was less the young Orson 
Welles in the cinema candy store (volatile, brilliant, 
dangerous), more Clint Eastwood with his revisionist 
mythmaking applauded by the mainstream. 

His wilful independence meant controlling the 
means of production, resulting in Melville setting 
up his own studio. This strikes me as a considered, 
responsible action. In an industry where everybody 
wants to risk anybody's money but their own, 
independence is usually strived for in aesthetic 
terms only. When his studio sadly burned down 
during the making of LeSamoura'f, Melville 
suspected sabotage. Was it paranoia inherited 
from one of his existential thrillers, or did resisting 
the requests to work at other studios really cost 
him his own? 

Bob le Flambeur pre-empted the \nouvelle 
vague by a couple of years, with Melville's adoptive 
godfather status secured through his appearance 
as a famous novelist in A Bout de Souffle. The 
Cahiers critics turned directors rallied against the 
predominant French prestige pictures of the day, 
and they held Melville as a counterpoint to this. But 
he wasn't one of them. This became increasingly 
clear as his work progressed through the Sixties,a 
controlled mythmaking coming to the fore. Where 
Bob le Flambeur feels loose and freewheeling, 
Le Doulos, Melville's first real policier, presents 
a mise en scene that is far more insular, its rhythm 
built through stasis. 



He was less the young 
Orson Welles, more 
Clint Eastwood 



Two masterworks appeared at the end of the 
Sixties. The painfully still set pieces of 1 967's Le 
SamouraY are oddly akin to being caught within 
perpetual motion, inevitably driven down. The 
transformation of stillness into pure narrative is 
astounding, Melville's meticulousness finding 
expression as unbearable tension. L'armee des 
Ombres (Army In The Shadows) was released 
two years later and at first glance couldn't be 
more different. It was not the first time Melville 
had approached the subject of the French 
Resistance - indeed, he was himself a part of it 
- but here the scale is larger. Melville had had 
great commercial success in France with his recent 
gangster pictures, and it allowed him to embark 
on this big, personal project. The plot unfolds like 
an unwieldy picture book, large pages filled with 
subdued landscapes and infinite interiors. The 
material almost begs to be dripping in melodrama, 
but not the way Melville tells it. There's something 
statuesque about each and every scene, revealing 
a raw, exposed classicism. It is cinema dissected on 
the mortuary table, but somehow that is more alive 
than a thousand specious passions. 

TheBFIDVD of L'armee des Ombres is available now 
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a family affair 

Words: Everett True 

Danielson Photography: Alice Rosenbaum 

A surly Chuck Berry, a beaming Danielson Famile, Marc Almond in a 

leather jumpsuit. ..it must be Plan B's music DVD roundup 



A documentary of my life would singularly fail to 
enthral: morning, play pinball on PC, drink coffee. 
Berate self for not being more creative. Fiddle with 
pens on desk. Think about calling a friend, decide 
against it. Afternoon, play pinball on PC, drink decaf 
tea and stare out window over unfairly beautiful 
views across Preston Park. Listen to Karen Dalton. 
Berate self for not going out more. . . It would make 
a passably entertaining two-minute short, certainly 
couldn't be stretched out over two hours and grip, 
every painful minute. Yet that's what the seemingly 
humdrum Danielson film, A Family Mo vie (Creative 
Arson) manages to do, taking us through Christian 
camp-outs and Christian cook-overs, and close-ups 
of (undeniably kinky) doctors and nurses uniforms 
on stage, each Danielson Famile member telling 
their story straight, but you look at the evangelical 



You wonder to 
yourself, who are 
these people? 



bowlcuts and smiling faces and wonder to yourself, 
who are these people? There's an entire world out 
there- 20, 000-strong Christian rock festivals -that 
is entirely alien. It's fascinating. It's scarily wrong as 
well, but who can deny these people their faith? 
No wonder Daniel's family and friends got upset by 
this film: it's played straight, but hold up a mirror to 
people who've never seen their reflection and - 
pow! A Family Movie is a clear equal to its cinematic 
inspiration The Devil And Daniel Johnston, simply 
because the ordinariness of people's lives can 
sometimes be the most fascinating. 

Equally great is the reissued 1 986 Chuck Berry 
documentary Hail! Hail! Rock'N'Roll (Warner Music 
Vision) wherein the bloody-minded rock icon is 
feted and rehearsed by folk like Eric Clapton, Linda 
Ronstadt and a hilarious Keith Richards doubling as 



Johnny Depp in Pirates Of The Caribbean on the 
occasion of Chuck's 60th birthday. The live footage 
is fine - especially the remarkable litheness of the 
duck-walking guitarist- but it's the in-between 
footage that makes this doc pure gold. Berry goes 
out of his way to make life as awkward as possible 
for his star-struck fans: the footage of Richards 
telling how Berry smacked him in the face is 
priceless; as is Berry's refusal to play ball with the film 
crew. A second disc includes an extra four hours of 
interviews, rehearsals, etc -that's some bonus Berry! 

The Day The Country Died (Cherry Red) is a 
worthy, deeply personal attempt at documenting 
Eighties anarcho-punk (Crass, Subhumans, Flux Of 
Pink Indians), but director Roy Wallace's take is too 
haphazard for the film to mean much to any but the 
most committed. Penny Rimbaud waxes perspective 
about Crass' import, grainy images are flashed 
across the screen (flyers, fanzines, gigs), but the 
camera never stays still long enough to bring any of 
the fascinating footage into focus. Maybe this is 
appropriate for a music that hated categorisation, 
but I greatly preferred both lanGlasper'sbookofthe 
same name and the Raindance-premiered Crass 
movie There Is No Authority But Yourself. 

Both Make Up's In Film/On Video (Dischord) and 
Marc Almond's 12 Years Of Tears Live At The Royal 
Albert Hall (Warner Music Vision) are pure dynamite. 
The first made me rush upstairs to dust off my 
incendiary 'gospel yeh-yeh' collection: I'd forgotten 
how inspirational Ian Svenonius and gang were in 
concert, those shiny black shirts and dude haircuts, 
the writhing and restraint and yelps. The DVD 
reissue takes James Schneider's original Blue Is 
Beautiful Video and adds two extra live concerts, 
four demos, a TV outtake. . .jeez, how much animal 
magnetism do you need? 

Marc Almond in 1992, meanwhile, was 
everything that Robbie Williams is not- Almond 
would totally lose himself in songs like 'Days Of 
Pearly Spencer' and 'What Makes A Man A Man', 
consumed by passion. And the costume changes! 
Leather jumpsuit, gold lame, denim jeans, bare- 
chested rock god... be still, my panting heart! 
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Sheitan (Satan) 




dir Kim Chapiron, Tartan, 2006, 94 mins 



Kids gotta rave. Kids gotta fight. Kids gotta fuck. Kids gotta 
pick up a beautiful strange girl (Eve, the ravishing Roxane 
Mesquida) and drive back to her weird-ass village drawn 
straight from The Wickerman, only French. Kida gotta stay at 
Eve's house, filled with macabre puppets, staffed by oddball, 
scary housekeeper Joseph (played with a demonic zeal by 
Ocean'sTwelve star Vincent Cassel). Kids gotta fuck. Kids 
gotta find themselves garroted, dismembered and generally 
fucked with by Joseph and his cast of freaks. A rather tiresome 
horror movie that is lifted above its schlock genre - 1 really 
could have done without the scene where the nubile niece 
masturbates the family dog - by Cassel's creepy magnetism. 
Everett True 




dir Ruth Jarman and Joseph Gerhardt, 
Fatcat, 2007, 76 mins 

Beautifully presented round-up of digital artworks, sound- 
films and music videos. The fractured Tron-scapes and 
morph-dancing rhomboids are refreshingly offset by 
childlike flourishes like the shuddering cartoon nano-broth 
crystallising to the spiny wrongbeat of 'Double Adaptor'. 
Elsewhere, there's obsessive manipulation of landscape 
and architecture.The Northumbria coastline takes the lead 
in a freak seismic ballet, while 'Brilliant Noise' is a series of 
monochrome close-ups of the sun from NASA's open access 
archives, given alternative noise/music from the likes of 
Christian Vogel and various Fatcat compatriots. 
James Papademetrie 




dir Stephen Frears, 1 990, Optimum, 1 1 9 mins 

There's Roy. He's a con artist. Not a particularly good one, 
but he gets by. Has the back of a clown painting stuffed with 
hundred dollar bills. There's Myra. She's a con artist- much 
more manipulative, sleazy and driven. She's Roy's girl; got 
big plans for him. Then there's Roy's mother Lilly, works the 
tracks on behalf of her scary bookmaker employees. She has 
designs on Roy, too. The two ladies clash, badly. Sensational 
performances from the three leading actors - John Cusack, 
Annette Bening and Anjelica Huston - make Frears' tale of 
roadside graft in LA an exceedingly juicy slice of modern neo- 
noir, gripping and with a killer ending. "What do you sell?" 
Myra demands of Roy. "Self-confidence," he slickly replies. 
Everett True 
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krazy days 

Words: Alistair Fitchett 



Alistair Fitchett celebrates the art of 
Chris Ware and rediscovers a freaky 
feline from the Thirties 



Did you see those great Penguin Modern Classics 
Deluxe Editions from the US? I just found a few in 
the local Waterstones yesterday. We don't normally 
get US imports there, but there's obviously someone 
new who knows their stuff. 

I felt like a kid in a candy store. I just had to have 
them, and forget the fact that I already own almost 
all the titles in other imprints. But I'm such a sucker 
for great covers. And as a comics lover, how could 
I fail to be seduced by the likes of Frank Miller, Seth, 
Chris Ware, Jason, Chester Brown and Yoshihiro 
Tatsumi? Each of them has produced an original 
piece of artwork for the books: the fact that you 
get some awesome literature too is only a bonus. 

So is the use of comic artists a sign of their being 
accepted in the pantheon of art? Is it a shrewd 
marketing ploy by a PR guru who has the target 
audience nailed? Who cares? Just enjoy the damn 
books and marvel at the glorious covers. If I had 
to choose one of them as a favourite, it would be 
a coin toss between Seth's Portable Dorothy Parker 
and Chris Ware's Candide. Ware probably just 
edges it. I'm such a sucker for his ludicrously shaped 
stick-and-ball figures. They crack me up every time. 
He's such a demon colourist and a genius of frame 
sequencing. The fact that he's also a writer of rare 
eloquence and sensitivity only helps to mark him 
out as the comics laureate of our times. 

I remember the first time I heard of Ware being 
referred to in those terms. It was early in 2001 , 
and Mike Morris was writing in Tangents. I was still 
easing into comics at that time, and Morris totally 
sold me. I couldn'tfind anything in my local stores, 
but an Easter holiday in San Francisco meant I was 
able to find a couple of his early ACME collections. 
It was a revelation. I read the Jimmy Corrigan 
episode in ACME 7 and wept. This was visual 
poetry, comics like I could never have imagined 
and yet somehow knew I had always wanted. 

After that I picked up as much Ware as I could. 
I particularly loved those outsize Big Book Of Jokes 
titles. It was in the second issue of those that we 
were first introduced to Rusty Brown. The extended 
strips in the most recent volumes of the ACME series 
(1 6 and 1 7, now published by Drawn And Quarterly) 
take us back to Rusty's childhood to fill in the back- 
story. And what a back-story it is, with the bumbling 
and seedy Mr Brown senior, the obnoxious 
longhaired Freak bullies, the new-to-towners Alice 
and Chalky White and the strange cameo of Mr 
Ware the art teacher who smokes pot in the back 
of cars with his students. The relationships in Rusty 
Brown are, like those in Jimmy Corrigan, stressed 
out to breaking points, cracked and fissured beyond 
repair. Even the youthful bonds of the put-upon 
outsiders are flawed: " How come you're really only 
nice to me when we're not at school?" says Chalky 
to Rusty in the 1 973 souvenir pull-out calendar 
(right) in that second volume of the Big Book Of 
Jokes, which pretty much says it all. 

Another of Ware's classic characters is Quimby 
Mouse, which I always saw as homage to the classic 



George Herriman Krazy Kat comic of the Thirties 
and Forties. No surprise, then, that Ware designs 
and decorates Fantagraphics new 1939-1 940 Krazy 
And Ignatz collection. I first came across Krazy Kat 
in the psych/garage fanzine Strange Things Are 
Happening in the Eighties. Because of that, I had 
it down as a freakbeat underground comic from 
the Sixties, somehow connected to the likes of 
Robert Crumb -how naive I was! 

But really, that psych connection is right in there, 
and when you explore some of those old American 
comics from the Twenties through to the Forties, 
there's a lot of latent psychedelia, years ahead of 
its time. Operating within a simple structure of 
characters and motivations, Herriman was able 
to go to town with a surreal imagination. Less is 
more, indeed. It all fits. 
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When you explore some American comics from 
the Twenties to the Forties, there's a lot of latent 
psychedelia, years ahead of its time 
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the killer revenge of.. 
Jennifer herrema, rtx 

Words: kicking_k 

Photography: Sarah Bowles 



0K f so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
the band. Please quote your favourite here. 

"Sometimes the best things are the simplest. 
Take quality, for example. . .it's an uncomplicated 
formula: one part brilliant design, one part exquisite 
material, and one part painstaking attention to 
detail. That's the theory at RTX headquarters. " 

What is the biggest misconception about 
the band? 

"That we possess the demeanour of Afghan hounds 
and vampires. . .shying away from the comb and 
the light." 

What word never gets used that should? 

"Sharp." 



'The truth I tell would 
trump any lie I could 
contrive' 



The most over-used adjective(s)about your 
sound? 

"Unkempt." 

What was the most heinous lie you ever told 
in an interview? 

"The truth I tell would trump any lie I could 
contrive... believe that!" 

Correct your worst misquote. 

'"I don't cares'." 

Has music criticism ever helped improve 
the band, even only in spotting a mistake or 
providing a second opinion? 

"It's always interesting to see how the music is 
perceived by outsiders. . . " 



If you were lucky enough to be a music 
magazine editor, who would you feature 
and why? Who would you put on the cover? 

" I would feature RTX. . .and we would take the cover 
as well because we are incredibly good-looking." 

What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 

"Nothing." 

Do you ever Google yourself? What's the 
best/worst/weirdest experience resulting 
from this? 

"There are, like, at least a billion different products 
and things with RTX attached to them. My favorite 
isRTXrollerskates." 

What's the favourite of your record covers 
and why? What does it, y'know, say about 
you? 

"I gotta say that I'm pumped on our latest because 
it's the newest and it turned out really killer. I don't 
know what that says, though . . . " 

Are there any territories where you've never 
had any success? Where? Why d'you think 
this is the case? Where are you biggest, 
geographically? 

"I think I will have a hard time getting into Canada 
for a while. No further comment. " 

What product/service/organisation would 
you allow your music to advertise and why? 
What kind of film and/or scene would you 
most like your music to soundtrack? Have you 
had any bad experiences in this sphere? 
"I think it would be cool to have my music played 
at sporting events. You know, like, 'Who Let The 
Dogs Out'." 

Who was the worst (or weirdest) band that 
ever supported you? 

"We had a band open a show with a set that was 
entirely lip-synched." 

What's the most fairly insane thing a fan has 
done to impress you? 

"Try and attack me onstage. " 

What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? What was your answer? 

"I've been asked some really dumb, rude questions. 
I don't answer those." 
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HTRK NOSTALGIA 
Released: 30th April 2007. Pre-Order Now: www.finerecords.oom 

HTRK LIVE 

20th April @ The George Tavern, London 

22nd April @ The Luminal re, London 
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